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AM  that's  gold  does  not  glitter 

Vanessa  Meadu  investigates  Canada's 
dirty  goldmine  project 


"T/je  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  rage  of  con- 
quest; the  lust  of  gold,  unfeeling  and  re- 
morseless! The  last  corruption  of  degener- 
ate man. "  -  Samuel  Johnson,  Irene. 

l&vcTj  year,  the  Planet  in  Fo- 
cus International  Environmental 
Film  Festival,  hosted  in  part  by  Innis 
College,  offers  a  visual  journey  into 
a  world  of  fascinating  environmen- 
tal issues.  This  year's  festival  pre- 
sented an  enormous  variet}'  of  films, 
from  wildlife  documentaries  to  sci- 
ence fiction  'what  if  scenarios'  to 
activist  manifestos.  Two  films  in  par- 
ticular caught  my  attention.  Inheritance 
—  A  Fisherman's  Story  by  Peter 
Hegedus,  and  New  Eldorado  by  Tibor 
Kocsis  are  two  different  films  deal- 
ing with  large-scale  gold  mining  and 
its  environmental  and  social  conse- 
quences. Both  films  examine  cross- 
border  mining  issues  between  Roma- 
nia and  Hungary,  two  countries  I  hap- 
pened to  visit  this  past  summer.  The 
films  are  vivid  essays  that  show  the 
darker  side  of  the  gold  industry,  of- 
fering very  personal  stories  of  people 
affected  or  threatened  by  the  mining. 


Fisherman  is  the  touching  story 
of  Balasz  Meszaros,  a  30-something 
Hungarian  fisherman  living  off  of  the 
Tisza  river.  In  2000,  a  dam  filled  with 
cyanide  waste  burst  at  a  goldmine  in 
Romania,  releasing  100,000  tons  of 
poison  into  the  river,  which  completely 
destroyed  the  ecological  balance  of  the 
river,  as  weO  as  the  delicate  bond  be- 
tween the  fish  and  the  fisherman.  Gen- 
erations of  fishermen  had  made  their 
lives  around  this  river,  working  coop- 
eratively and  sustainably,  taking  only 
as  much  as  they  needed,  and  always 
caring  for  the  well-being  of  the  river. 
Now,  Balasz  and  others  were  left  with- 
out a  livelihood.  The  idea  of  relocat- 
ing and  retraining  was  not  only  insult- 
ing, but  also  impossible.  While  the 
Hungarian  government  had  made  a 
claim  against  the  Australian-owned 
goldmine,  Balasz  is  shocked  to  learn 
that  no  claim  had  been  made  on  be- 
half of  the  fishermen. 

Filmmaker  Hegedus,  an  Austra- 
lian-Hungarian, details  Balasz's  daily 
struggles  and  small  moments  of  joy 
as  he  attempts  to  take  on  the  mining 
Goliath.  Continued  on  page  5... 


Same-sex  Marriage  Revisited 

Stephen  Hutchison  reasserts  the  need  to 
fully  legalize  gay  marriage 


Since  mid  2003,  when  the 
Ontario  Court  of  Appeals  quashed 
the  governmental  ban  on  the  issuance 
of  marriage  licenses  to  same-sex 
couples,  the  issue  of  same-sex  mar- 
riage has  been  one  of  immense  impor- 
tance to  Canadians.  The  federal  gov- 
ernment, in  an  act  of  political  astute- 
ness, managed  to  avoid  the  issue  dur- 
ing the  elecdon  campaign  by  referring 
the  question  of  same-sex  marriage  to 
the  Supreme  Court  of  Canada.  In  the 
meantime,  however,  provincial  and 
territorial  judges  in  6  of  Canada's  13 
legal  jurisdictions  have  ruled  the  ban 
on  same-sex  marriages  to  be  uncon- 
stitutional (Ontario,  Quebec,  British 
Columbia,  Manitoba,  Nova  Scotia  and 
the  Yukon  territory  now  have  legal 
same-sex  marriage).  Now  that  the  Su- 
preme Court  of  Canada's  hearings  on 
the  federal  government's  reference 
have  begun,  same-sex  marriage  has 
once  again  taken  centre  stage  as  a 
matter  of  significant  political  and  le- 
gal controversy.  A  vast  array  of  con- 
servative, family  and  religious  groups 
have  coalesced  around  the  Attorney- 
General  of  Alberta  to  oppose  same- 


sex  marriage  to  the  Supreme  Court, 
while  gay  and  human  rights  groups, 
Jewish  organizations,  and  the  United 
Church  of  Canada  have  combined 
with  the  Attorney-General  of  Canada 
to  support  same-sex  marriage. 

While  the  conservatively 
minded  are  certainly  within  their  rights 
to  oppose  same-sex  marriage,  one 
searches  in  vain  for  any  semblance  of 
logic  in  the  arguments  made  by  oppo- 
nents of  same-sex  marriage.  An 
evaluation  of  such  arguments  is,  how- 
ever, the  key  to  this  debate.  The  mod- 
ern constitutionalism  and  dedication 
to  liberal-democratic  human  rights  to 
which  Canada  subscribes  dictate  that 
equality  before  the  law  is  an  impera- 
tive. To  deny  a  person  a  legal  privi- 
lege, such  as  marriage,  that  is  freely 
enjoyed  by  others  is  in  violation  of 
the  right  to  equality  before  the  law. 
As  it  is  the  same-sex  couple  whose 
rights  are  being  infringed  upon,  the 
onus  is  therefore  upon  the  opponents 
of  same-sex  marriage  to  justify  the 
necessity  of  abrogating  those  rights 
for  some  greater  good. 

Continued  on  page  6... 
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Illegal  Seizure  of  Indymedia  Equipment 

In  a  chilling  attack  on  free  speech,  US  authorities  in  London  seized 
two  servers  belonging  to  the  independent  media  network, 
Indymedia.  This  is  disgusting,  and  attacks  like  these  must  be  pre- 
emptively stopped. 


Indymedia  is  a  global  media  network  that  provides 
open  space  to  publish  challenging,  independent  reporting, 
with  emphasis  on  political  and  social  justice  issues.  The 
Indymedia  network  is  based  upon  principled  mutual  aid 
and  voluntar)'  participation,  maintaining  openly  accessible 
newswires  witii  the  capacit)'  for  anyone  to  publish  texts, 
images,  audio,  and  video. 

On  7  October,  2004,  hard  drives  from  two 
Indymedia  servers  were  seized  from  the  London  office  of  a 
US-owned  web  hosting  company,  Rackspace,  at  the  request 
of  the  US  Justice  Department,  apparentiy  in  collaboration 
with  Italian  and  S\viss  authorities. 

ENSU  loves  you  and  the 
environment 

Time  is  just  flying  by!  Do  you  ever  wonder  why  the 
more  assignments  that  you  have  due  the  faster  the  time  goes? 
Last  week  I  had  two  proposals,  the  week  before  that  three 
"midterm"  assignments  and  before  I  knew  it  half  of  October 
was  over! 

Well,  the  ENSU  mixer  went  very  well.  We  had  a  great 
turnout  -  I'm  sure  the  free  food  helped  bring  some  people 
out  (wink  wink).  It's  always  nice  to  meet  people  with  similar  I 
interests  (academic  or  otherwise)  and  we  even  managed  to  I 
have  a  littie  fun! 

ENSU  has  decided  to  hold  an  eco- friendly  fashion 
show  with  the  theatre  group  UC  Follies.  We've  now  realized 
that  the  environmental  t-shirts  usually  given  out  as  promo- 
tions are  not  terribly  attractive  and  we  are  trying  to  come  up 
with  some  more  interesting  and  fashionable  outfits  that 
people  will  actuall)'  be  proud  to  wear  to  represent  their 
commitment  to  the  environment.  We're  now  looking  for 
student  designers  who  are  interested  in  incorporating  the 
environment  into  their  wonderful  fashion  ideas.  If  this  is 
you. . .  please  contact  me  at:  kbaxterl  1 9@hotmail.com.  I  only 
have  limited  details  right  now  because  we  are  still  in  the 
preliminary  stages  of  planning  but  I'll  have  more  for  you 
soon. 

ENSU  is  also  planrung  on  holding  a  movie  night; 
however,  we  are  having  a  litde  trouble  deciding  on  what  movie 
to  show,  so  if  you  have  any  ideas  please  drop  by  the  ENSU 
office  (located  in  Innis  College  behind  the  Innis  Cafe-  you'll 
see  the  posters  on  the  door!)  or  contact  me  with  your  sugges- 
tions. We  have  to  choose  the  movie  by  the  middle  of  ne.\t 
month  so  please  send  your  suggestions  ASAP.  Thanks!!  To 
find  out  what  movie  we've  decided  on,  when  and  where  the 
event  will  be  held,  keep  checking  our  website.  If  you've  been 
there  reccndy  then  you  probably  know  that  it  hasn't  been 
updated  this  year.  Luckily  we  now  have  a  wonderftjl 
webmaster  who  will  be  taking  care  of  the  website  on  a  weekly 
basis. 

As  well,  I'll  be  sure  to  include  the  details  in  The  Innis 
Herald  so  keep  reading!  


The  seizure  of  the  hard  drives  in  London  shut  down 
an  Indymedia  radio  station  and  around  20  different 
Indymedia  websites  including  those  serving  Ambazonia, 
Uruguay,  Andorra,  Poland,  Western  Massachusetts,  Nice, 
Nantes,  Lilies,  Marseille.  Euskal  Herria  (Basque  Cnuntr>'), 
Liege,  East  and  West  Vlaanderen,  Anrwerpen,  Belgrade, 
Portugal,  Prague,  Galiza,  Italy.  Brazil,  UK,  and  parts  of 
Gemiany  Ind^onedia. 

Although  the  hard  drives  were  returned  on  October 
1 3,  the  particular  legal  framework  under  which  the  seizures 
took  place  is  unknown.  One  week  after  the  seizures  there  is 
still  an  almost  total  information  blackout  from  the  authorities 
in  the  UK,  US,  Switzerland  and  Italy.  Indymedia  still  has  no 
confirmation  of  who  ordered  the  seizures,  who  took  the  hard 
drives,  why  the  seizures  took  place,  or  whether  it  will  happen 
again. 

In  response,  people  all  over  the  world  have  endorsed  a 
declaration  of  support  for  the  mm  outlet.  The  staff  of  the  Innis 
Herald  encourages jon  to  visit  http:/ /solidarity. 

indymedia.org.uk/  and  consider  signing  the  petition. 

Wlnnis! 

Congratulations  to  Innis  College  for  winning 
first  place  against  all  other  St.  George  colleges 
(and  second  place  overall)  in  the  first  annual 
University  of  Toronto  Games! 

Our  Results 

College  Bowl;  Third  Place 

Soccer  Tournament:  First  Place 

Battle  of  the  Bands:  First  Place  (Jasper  Flat) 


Get  your  cheer  on... 
Come  one,  come  all,  to 
Innis  Men's  Intramural 
Hockey! 

Seeing  as  the  NHL  has  gone  to  hell  (what.  S7  million  a  season 
isn't  enough  to  buy  another  Escalade???),  now's  the  time  to 
watch  some  real  hockey.  It's  all  about  the  game,  man.  Games 
are  at  Varsity  arena. 

Schedule: 
Wednesday  November  10-  11pm 
Monday  November  15-1 1pm 
Sunday  November  28  -  6pm 


GRADfft^rf^^^^P^'9n  2005 

GRADitude  is  a  graduating  class  gift  campaign  run  by  students  for  students.  Participation  in 
GRADitude  is  one  way  for  the  graduating  class  to  help  their  feUow  students  improve  student  life  on 
campus.  As  a  student,  you  know  what  students  need  —  now  you  can  decide  on  how  to  make  it  happen! 
On  average,  the  tuition  that  each  student  pays  is  about  1/3  the  cost  of  their  education  —  the  rest  of 
the  money  comes  from  the  government,  and  precious  donations.  That  is  why,  this  year,  the  money 
raised  by  the  grads  will  be  put  towards  an  OSOTF  award  for  students  in  financial  need.  The  coolest 
thing  about  the  campaign  is  the  incentives  to  pledge.  The  univcrsirj'  will  match  all  donations  1  to  1.  In 
addition,  because  Frank  Cunningham  is  our  principal,  any  Innis  scholarships  will  be  matched  1  to  1. 
Therefore,  a  donation  of  $5(the  price  of  2  coffees),  will  mean  SI  5  dollars  toward  the  campaign. 
GRADitude  will  be  holding  various  events  for  the  graduating  class  throughout  the  year  and  volunteers 
from  ANY  year  are  always  welcome.  Please  email  us  at  innisgrads{ggmail.com. 


Gate  ball  and  robots  and  ninja-bunnies,  oh  my! 
Danielle  D'Ornellas  reviews  the  Toronto  Japanese  Short  Film  Festival 
programs  Momo  and  Ichigo,  sponsored  by  CINSSU 


On  Friday  October  IS*  I  was  lucky  enough  to  have 
some  spare  time  in  my  busy  university  schedule  to  kick  back 
and  watch  some  short  films  from  the  land  of  anime  and 
Kurosawa.  This  is  all  th.inks  to  the 
TorontojapanescSliMrt  i^ilm  Festi- 
val  and  the  two  prn^rjins  i  it  fheirs 
which  I  was  prjvik-;^i.il  m  stc,  the 
Momo  (Peach)  and  khij;<i  (Straw- 
berry) programs.  Before  I  begin,  1 
must  admit  I'm  quite  the  fan  of  Japa- 
nese films,  but  usually  in  the  veins 
of  horror  cinema  (speaking  of 
which,  check  out  CINSSU's  Free  Fri- 
day Films  on  November  12''',  19''' 
and  26'''  to  see  what  I'm  talking 
about),  so  it  was  a  rare  treat  for  me 
to  be  able  to  see  more  variet)'  in  these 
programs.  This  varietj'  ranged  from 

computer  animadon  about  ninja-bunnies  and  frogs,  to  what  I 
assume  was  Japanese  avant-garde,  into  a  Shaolin-Soccer-type 
comedy  to  mainstream  drama.  I  didn't  quite  know  what  to 
expect  before  I  walked  into  the  theatre,  but  I  happily  shelled 
out  my  green,  took  my  ticket  stubs  and  walked  into  the  un- 
known. 

The  first  film  in  the  Momo  program  was  probably  one 
of  my  favourites,  E,vety  Boy  Laves  Airplanes.  The  film  follows  a 
gangster  named  Mikami  as  he  attempts  to  rescue  his  ex-girl- 
friend  from  his  arch-nemesis.  The  problem  is  that  Mikami  has 
a  bad  habit  of  being  distracted  by  his  favourite  hobby,  watch- 
ing airplanes.  A  solid  mix  of  action  and  gut-wrenching  com- 
edy, this  first  film  had  the  audience,  and  myself,  completely 
absorbed.  As  an  interesting  follow-up  to  the  first  film,  the 
next  was  a  tie  for  the  most  bizarre  tiling  1  have  ever  seen  in  my 
life  (the  other  most  bizarre  being  something  later  on  in  the 
Ichigo  program).  Auto  Momr/ry  is  the  story  of  a  mail-order- 
robot-nanny  who  takes  care  of  children  for  lazy  parents.  The 
downside  is  that  the  Auto  Mommy'  doesn't  quite  know  its 
own  strength  and  can  stretch  your  child's  neck  into  a  long 
sperm  looking-tube.  Yeah,  I  got  the  symbolism  all  right.  Let's 


move  on,  shall  we?  The  next  two  shorts  were  forgettable,  but 
then  came  Guleball.  A  four  minute  short  similar  to  the  Cantonese 
film  Shaolin  Soccer  {thzi  is  if  .S/avo///;  i'omr  starred  men  who  look 
like  tliey  should  be  in  intensive  care  rather 
than  on  a  field),  it  follows  two  old  men 
vying  for  the  al'fectinn  of  a  perk)'  elderly 
female  peer  in  the  mostTREMEgame 
of  gate  ball  thai  the  world  has  ever  seen! 
It  was  a  quick  laugh,  but  unfortunately 
was  followed  by  an  excruciatingly  slow 
film  which  I'll  just  skip  right  over. 

After  a  30  minute  break  which 
5a\v  me  running  to  Fine  Foods  on  Bloor 
■ind  Huron  for  pop  and  chips  (why  Innis 
Ctjilege  can't  have  vending  machines  like 
everybody  else,  I'll  never  understand!)  it 
was  time  for  the  Ichigo  program,  ichigo 
was  the  much  stronger  program  from 
start  to  finish  and  opened  with  Life  in  Additional  Time,  which  is 
about  a  young  criminal  just  about  to  start  his  life  on  the  straight 
and  narrow  as  he  is  shot  by  his  parmer-in -crime!  Well,  actually,  by 
some  luck  he  was  granted  Additional  time'  just  like  in  soccer,  to 
allow  himself  to  set  things  straight  before  he  dies.  A  cute  and 
charming  piece  that  asks  the  question  of  what  you  would  do 
with  extra  time  in  life,  this  film  made  a  great  impression  with  the 
audience  as  could  be  seen  by  the  applause  at  the  end.  And  now, 
as  promised,  the  next  film  was  the  other  most  bizarre  thing  I've 
seen  in  my  life.  Except  that  the  bizarre  part  wasn't  so  much  the 
\'isual,  as  much  as  the  sound  because  it  was  spoken  b)'  an  Apple- 
Mac  Text  to  Speech  program.  Textism  comments  on  murder, 
condominiums  and  the  experience  of  the  soul  afrer  death,  with 
each  segment  being  spoken  by  a  different  tone  from  the  pro- 
gram. The  unnerving  sound  of  the  program  mispronouncing 
words  as  well  as  the  eerie  background  soimds  just  left  me  with 
chills  that  could  be  equated  to  fingernails  on  a  blackboard.  It  was 
easily  the  most  deliberate  film  of  the  night  as  it  was  created  to 
make  the  audience  feel  as  awkward  and  disturbed  as  possible. 

Yet,  to  balance  the  effect  left  from'^TcvTifw,  the  next  memo- 
rable film  was  Moustafrogaiid Ninja  B////W)' which,  quite  simply,  is 


a  3  minute  battle  between  I 
a  small  ninja-bunny  and  I 
his  nemesis,  a  mus- 
tached  frog.  A  winner  in 
the  And  now  for  some- 
thing completely  differ- 
ent!' category,  this  film  gave  way  to  the  last  film  in  the  program, 
and  the  best  overall,  Doki  Doki.  This  film  follows  the  twenty- 
something  Yumi  as  she  rides  die  subway  in  Tok\u  evurvday  and 
takes  notes  on  the  fellow  riders  that  she  has  seen  for  almost 
10t)0  days  in  a  row.  Tliis  goes  on  until  one  day  when,  after  an 
unfortunate  delay,  she  gets  fired  and  decides  to  finally  talk  to  that 
cute  guy  she  had  her  eye  on  for  the  past  3  years.  At  the  same  time 
it  follows  schoolgiri  Makiko,  a  fellow  passenger,  as  she  struggles 
with  the  pressure  of  a  broken  home  life,  cmel  classmates  and  the 
hope  that  Yumi  instills  in  her.  A  strong  closer  for  the  already 
strong  Ichigo  program,  Doki  Do^'manages  to  have  the  best  use 
of  a  Sigur  Ros  song  that  I  could  ever  imagine  (unrided  track  2 
for  those  curi- 
ous). Pretty 
much  a  beauti- 
ful ending  to 
the  Ichigo  pro- 
gram and  a 
beautiful  end- 
ing to  my  inter- 
esting experi- 
ence at  the 
Toronto  Japa- 
nese Short 
Film  Festival,  it 
left  me  smiling 

and  talking  about  ir  for  days  afterward.  Now,  for  those  who 
missed  this  film  festival  (shame  on  you!)  many  of  the  films  1 
mentioned  in  my  review  are  available  for  download  at  http:/ / 
ww\v.open-art.tv/.  But  be  warned:  this  site  is  in  Japanese  with 
some  English  thrown  in  to  help'  you,  but  if  you  spend  enough 
time  at  the  site,  you'll  find  the  films  you  want  and  you  won't  be 
disappointed.  Happy  downloading! 


Doki  Doki 


CINSSU  Fall  2004  Free  Friday  Films 


Japanese  horror  and  much 

All  films  begin  at  7pm  at  Innis  Town  HaU 
November  5th 

NO  FREE  FRIDAY  FILM  THIS  WEEK. 

November  12th  Qapanese  Horror  Series) 
Ichi  the  KiUer  (2001) 

Japan,  directed  by  Takashi  Miike  with  Tabanobu  Asano,  and 
Nao  Omori.  129  min,  35  mm. 

Ichi  the  Killer  is  a  vivid  tale  of  retribution  and  revenge  set 
within  the  yakuza  underworld.  After  his  yakuza  boss  goes 
missing,  Kakihara  uses  his  sadistic  methods  of  interrogation 
to  find  the  boss's  assumed  killers.  Working  his  way  through 
underworld  connections  -  Kakihara  discovers  his  boss's 
demise  came  at  the  hands  of  Ichi  (Nao  Omori),  a  mysterious 
figure  that  slices  individuals  into  numerous  bloody  pieces 
with  razor-sharp  blades  strapped  to  his  boots.  As  Kakihara 
draws  closer,  Ichi  turns  die  tables  on  the  hunter  and  brings  his 
own  vengeance,  served  up  sushi  style.  —  Max  Messier 

November  19th  Qapanese  Horror  Series) 
Versus  (2000) 

Japan,  directed  by  Ryuhei  Kitamura,  with  Tak  Sakaguchi,  Kenji 
Matsuda  and  Yuichiro  Arai.  119  min,  35  mm. 
Two  escaped  convicts,  each  wearing  a  jump-suit  that  reads 
"Lawbreaker",  rendezvous  with  a  carload  of  super-cool 
Yakuza  and  their  female  captive  in  the  woods.  But.  when  the 
Yakuza  hea\'ies  refuse  to  free  her,  prisoner  KSC2-303  declares 
he's  a  feminist,  and  coolly  guns  down  one  of  the  gangsters. 


more 

only  to  discover  tliat  in  The  Forest  Of  Resurrection,  the  dead 
don't  always  stay  dead.  Immortal  Samurais,  gun-toting 
Yakuza  zombies,  acrobatic  kung  fu  and  blood,  blood,  blood, 
what  more  could  anyone  want?"  -  Matt  McMillan 

November  26th  Qapanese  Horror  Series) 
Uzumatd  (2000) 

Japan,  directed  by  Higuchinsky  with  Eriko  Hatsune,  Fhi  Fan. 
95min,  35mm. 

Based  on  the  wildly  popular  horror  manga,  Uzumaki  is  not 
for  the  faint  of  heart.  Kirie  is  a  normal  girl  in  a  normal  town, 
so  she  thinks,  until  one  day  ever^'thing  in  tliat  town  begins  to 
revolve  around  vortexes,  basically  anything  that  resembles  a 
spiral.  As  tilings  get  more  and  more  bizarre  and  her  friends 
and  family  are  being  affected  in  horrible  wa\'s,  Kirie  begins  to 
discover  how  horrifying  spirals  can  really  be,  by  watcliing  tJiem 
aUdie. 

December  3rd  pouble  Bill) 
A  Ma  Soeur/Fat  Girl  (2000) 

France,  directed  by  Catherine  Breillat,  with  Anai  Reboux, 
Roxane  Mesquida  and  Ubcro  De  Rienzo.  93min.  35mm. 
A  provocative  and  shocking  drama  about  sibling  rivalry,  family 
discord  and  relationships.  Elena  is  1 5,  beautiful  and  flirta- 
tious. Her  less  confident  sister,  Anais,  is  1 2,  and  constandy 
eats.  On  holiday,  Elena  meets  a  young  Italian  student  who  is 
determined  to  seduce  her.  Anais  is  forced  to  watch  in  silence, 
conspiring  with  the  lovers,  but  harbouring 
jealousy  and  similar  desires.  Their  actions,  however,  have 


unforeseen  tragic  consequences  for  the  whole  family.  - 
imdb.com 

December  3rd  pouble  Bill) 
Baise  Moi/Rape  Me  (2000) 

France,  directed  by  Coralie  and  Karen  Lancaume  and  Raffata 
Anderson.  77rain,  35mm. 

Based  on  the  book  of  the  same  name,  Manu  and  Nadine  lose 
their  last  tenuous  relationship  with  main-stream  society  when 
Mmu  gets  raped  and  Nadine  sees  her  only  friend  being  shot. 
After  a  chance  encounter,  they  embark  on  an  explosive  journey 
of  sex  and  murder.  Perhaps  as  a  revenge  against  men,  perhaps 
as  a  revolt  against  bourgeois  societ)*,  but  ccrtiiinly  in  a  negation 
of  all  the  codes  of  a  society  which  has  excluded,  raped  and 
humiliated  them.  Controversial  for  its  violence  and  real  sex 
scenes:  a  vividly  nihilist  road  movie  set  in  France.  -  imdb.com 

December  lOtii  (FaU  Closer) 

Eternal  Sunshine  of  the  Spotless  Mind  (2004) 

USA,  directed  by  Michel  Gondry,  with  Kate  Winslet, Jim 
Carrey  and  Kirsten  Dunst.  lOSmin,  35mm. 
Ever  wish  you  could  just  forget  that  horrible  break-up?  Or 
that  girifriend  who  you  just  can't  stop  thinking  about?  Joel 
and  his  darling  Clementine  have  just  broken  up  and  unbe- 
knownst to  him,  she  decides  to  go  through  with  a  procedure 
to  erase  him  from  her  memories.  Shocked  and  upset,  he  goes 
through  the  same  procedure  in  spite,  but  as  he 
relives  the  memories  during  the  procedure,  he 
begins  to  have  doubts,  wanting  to  make  things  J 
work  out  more  than  ever. 


Review:  Picasso  and  Ceramics 

Qing  Hua  Wang  gains  a  new  perspective  on  clay  at  the  U  of  T  Art  Centre 


For  many  people,  mere  mention  of  the  name  Picasso 
conjures  images  of  colourful  canvases  populated  by  florid  char- 
acters and  bizarre  shapes.  But  in  the  new  exhibit  currently  at  the 
University  of  Toronto  Art  Centre,  tliese  same  elements  are  seen 
in  ceramic  form.  Picasso  and  Ceramics  is  a  display  of  about  80 
of  Picasso's  estimated  4500  ceramic  works,  and  is  the  largest 
collection  of  Picasso's  clay  works  ever  seen  in  Canada. 

The  exhibit  is  organized  by  the  Gardiner  Museum  of 
Ceramic  Art,  but  since  the  museum  is  currently  undergoing  sig- 
nificant expansion  and  renovation,  the  collection  has  landed  at 
the  U  of  T  Art  Centre.  The  pieces  have  been  gathered  from 
private  collections,  Picasso's  family,  the  Louvre,  die  Musee  d'Orsay, 
the  Musee  Picasso  in  Antibes  and  the  IMuseu 
de  Ceramica  in  Barcelona, 

Picasso  worked  in  clay  throughout 
his  career,  and  often  by  his  own  admission 
"stole"  things  —  inchoate  pieces  of 
pottery  from  the  Madoura  ce- 
ramics workshop  in  France 
that  he  crafted  into  new 
forms,  ideas  from  his  con- 
temporaries, and  inspira- 
j  tion     from  ancient 
'  Etruscan,  Greek,  and  Cyp- 
riot  ceramics.  Several  pieces 
showing  the  sources  of 
Picasso's  inspiration  are  also  on  dis- 
play, often  juxtaposed  next  to 
i  Picasso's  versions  to  high%ht  where 
[  he  took  the  ideas  and  made  them 
his  own.  In  some  cases,  though,  it 
just  seemed  he  rather  shamelessly 


copied  the  forms  but  applied  fantastical  designs  in  the  decora- 
tive glazes. 

His  earlier  pieces  are  simple  in  shape  but  very  experi- 
ment-il  in  texture  and  decoration.  Throughout  die  exhibit, 
Picasso's  experimental  spirit  can  be  seen  in  the  combination  of 
glazes,  oxides,  and  other  textural  techniques.  He  even  played 
with  unconventional  media  like  milk 
and  mud  to  create  new  surface  ef- 
fects. 

Posters  made  by 
Picasso  for  the  Vallauris  pot- 
tery expositions  throughout 
the  1 950s  are  also  on  display. 
Many  of  them  feature 
linocut  techniques,  and 
showcase  Picasso's  flair  for 
seemingly  simple  but  expres- 
sive lines  and  forms.  Picasso's 
sketches  for  planned  ceramic 
pieces  show  an  impressive 
sureness  in  the  pencil  strokes. 
There  are  also  a  few  enlarged 

^  ™  ^  f  1  .photographs  of  Picasso 
Head  of  a  Woman  (Large  Sculpted^  -i.  .        j  n 

.    .  .  n     ^  working  with  clay  and  talk- 

Head  with  Bow)  ,  ' 

mg  to  otner  artists. 

Audio  guides  are  available  at 
the  exhibit  for  §5,  but  unfortunately  photography  is  not  per- 
mitted. As  such,  I  took  a  few  sketches  of  some  of  the  pieces  I 
found  most  interesting.  "Flower  Brick  with  Hands  Grasping  a 
Bird"  is  a  large  earthenware  pot  shaped  like  a  bird,  and  is  closely 
modeled  after  ancient  forms.  "Head  of  a  Woman"  is  a  striking 
sculpture  decorated  with  layers  of  transparent  blue  glaze,  a  bit 


reminiscent  of  his  Blue  Period 
paintings.   "Female  Faun" 
shows  his  Cypriot  influences, 
where  animal-shaped  vessels 
or  rhytons  are  common. 

Picasso  and  Ce- 
ramics  is   a  well 
mounted  exhibit 
showcasing  a  cross- 
section  of  Picasso's  ^ 
lesser-known  ce- 
ramic works.  However,  the 
true  scope  and  significance  o£< 
the  works  are  not 
sufficientiy  con-  Flower  Brick  with  Hands  Grasping  a 
veyed  dirough  the  exhibit  ^'''^ 
alone.  Tlie  official  show         1950  or  1951. 
catalogue,  an  impressive  and  comprehensive  580  tome,  gives  a 
better  idea  but  is  beyond  the  means  of  most  university  stu- 
dents. Nevertheless,  this  is  a  very  worthy  show  and  1  would 
recommend  all  U  of  T  students  take  a  look,  especially  since 
admission  is  free  with  a  valid  T-card. 
What:  Picasso  and  Ceramics 
Where:  U  of  T  Art  Centre,  at  UC 

When:  Now  until  Jan.  23, 2005;  Tues-Sun  10am-6pm,  Fri  1 0am- 
9pm,  closed  Mondays 

How  much:  ?16  for  adults;  SI  2  for  seniors  and  students  with 
ID;  S 1 0  for  children;  free  for  children  4  and  under;  FREE  for  U 
of  T  students  with  a  valid  T-Card 

More  info:  http://www.gardinermuseum.on.ca/,  http:// 
www.utoronto.ca/artcentre/ 


Sweet  Sweet  Victory 

Rachel  Farquharson  explains  how  Innis  stomps  all  over  the  Soccer 
competition 

The  Innis  Women's  Soccer  Team  has  shown  great  promise  for  the  2004  faU  season.  In  fact,  WE  ROCK!!!  Actually. .  .we  have  only  playeti  one 
game  this  season,  but  it  was  a  victorious  one.  Our  opponent  is  notorious  for  having  disciplined  athletic  teams  and  when  their  army  of  women 
showed  up,  1  could  taste  the  bitter  and  humiliating  flavour  of  loss  in  my  moutii.  Pharmacy  is  die  team  of  which  I  speak,  and  they  came  to  our  batde 
approsimately  1 7  women  strong.  However,  much  to  our  delight  and  their  chagrin,  die  Pharmacy  army  played  a  weak  game.  Had  diey  not  taken  their 
requisite  performance-boosting  drugs  the  evening  before  (deviously  obtained  from  their  labs,  of  course)?  Regardless  of  what  had  or  hadn't  gone 
awry  for  the  Pharmacy  team,  Innis  played  well  widi  only  10  women:  e.'iacdy  enough  to  fill  all  positions  on  the  soccer  pitch.  In  all  fairness.  Pharmacy 
came  back  widi  a  good  smack-bottom  in  die  second  half  (mosdy  due  to  dieir  overwhelming  number  advantage). 

Some  names  worth  mentioning  are:  Captain  Breeda  Buckley,  whose  leadership  and  control  of  die  ball  helped  her  score  both  of  our  two  goals. 
Lieutenants  Jenny  Raven  {who  traded  her  mad  tennis  skills  for  some  good  headers)  and  Ashley  Smith  played  an  awesome  rookie  game,  and  General 
Steph  Slickers  was  right  were  she  belonged  (between  die  pipes).  Colonel  Taryn  Diamond,  although  injured,  put  in  a  strong  first  half  as  a  winger,  and  we 
all  glad  that  Sergeant  Anjalj  Rastogi  came  out  of  retirement  to  play  with  us  as  left  midfielder.  Congrats  to  all  of  the  veterans  and  newbies  on  the  Innis 
Women's  Soccer  Team!!!! 


I 
I 
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Innis  Cafe 


better  than  those  other  guys 

this  coupon  is  good  for  75(6  off  any  cafe  purchase  over  $5 


now  you  have  no  excuse! 


4 


I 

 — " 

I  This  coupon  has  no  cash  value.  Valid  until  | 

I   T^^IJ^  December  31 , 2004.  IVIay  not  be  combined  with  | 

H  r  other  coupons.  Don't  rip  off  the  cafe!  || 


Irinis  Herald 

uyinions 


The  Dark  Side  of  Gold 
...continued  from  the  front  page 


The  fishennan  is  a  powerful  character.  He  is 
clever,  assertive,  passionate  and  brave  as  he  faces 
the  mining  company,  taking  his  case  all  the  way 
to  Australia  —  with  the  filmmaker's  help  -  and 
speaking  to  the  company  directors, 

Hegedus  offers  a  fairly  balanced  argu- 
ment. He  visits  the  mine  in  Baia  Mare,  Roma- 
nia (with  Balasz  in  tow  as  a  'sound  gu/),  to 
learn  what  actually  happened.  Cyanide  is  com- 
monly used  to  extract  gold  from  rock;  the  re- 
sultant waste  is  processed  to  remove  the  cya- 
nide, which  is  then  recycled.  In  the  Romanian 
case,  it  was  kept  in  a  large,  unstable  open  dam. 
While  this  is  more  acceptable  in  the  hot  and  dry 
Australian  outback,  Romanian  winters  are  cold 
and  unpredictable.  Rapid  thawing  caused  the 
dam  to  overflow  which  caused  the  disaster.  The 
manager  at  the  Romanian  site  explains  that  this 
will  not  happen  again,  that  they  wiU  take  pre- 
cautions, but  gives  no  concrete  evidence  to  his 
claims. 

Balasz  is  determined  to  have  some 
good  come  of  the  situation.  After  speaking  to 
the  director  in  Australia,  he  presents  him  witii 
his  treasured  fishing  knife,  as  a  symbol  of  hope 
and  integrity,  and  perhaps  to  humiliate  the  ex- 
ecutive just  a  littie. 

Back  in  Hungary,  Balasz  has  become 
head  of  the  fishing  co-op.  He  takes  it  upon 
himself  to  organize  fishermen  from  other  Tisza 
co-ops  to  gain  support  for  the  case  he  hopes  to 
make  against  the  company-  Meanwhile,  we  see 
Balasz  at  home  with  his  fiancee,  struggling  to 
_  make  ends  meet  and  maintain  his  relationship 
as  he  obsesses  over  the  case. 

How  much  can  one  man  achieve?  The 
fishermen's  claim  against  the  company  is  build- 
ing momentum,  and  hopefijUy  will  go  to  court 
someday.  The  river  is  slowly  beginning  to  re- 
generate itself,  but  the  enormous  carp  of  the 
past  are  still  a  long  way  away.  A  disaster  like  this 
must  be  averted  in  the  future,  and  that's  what 
Inheritance  hopes  to  achieve. 

Pre-emptive  action  is  also  at  the  heart 
of  die  second  film,  Tibor  Kocsis'  New  Eldoratio. 
Eiurope's  biggest  gold  mine  is  about  to  open 
in  Rosia  Montana,  Romania,  financed  by  a  Ca- 
nadian company,  Gabriel  Resources.  The  very 


same  open  cast  technology  that  caused  the  Tisza 
disaster  in  2000  will  be  used  to  store  the  cya- 
nide waste  water,  only  this  one  is  a  hundred 
times  bigger,  Kocsis'  film  is  composed  of  ev- 
ery day  citizens  of  Rosia  Montana.  The  citizens 
trace  back  the  town's  history  to  Roman  times, 
when  the  gold  was  originally  discovered.  \X'hi!e 
extraction  until  now  was  relatively  small-scale, 
the  company  now  wants  to  mine  intensively  in 
a  vast  area  approx  8km  wide  and  400m  deep. 
Four  mountains  must  be  demolished.  People 
of  this  town  are  slowly  being  bought  out  by 


the  country  is  in  dire  need  of  investment  and 
development.  A  Canadian  company  is  taking 
advantage  of  this  and  of  the  country's  poor 
environmental  legislation  to  reap  the  most 
possible  benefits.  Worse,  the  Romanian  gov- 
ernment only  owns  1 9,3%  of  the  project,  with 
the  rest  going  back  into  Canada.  As  for  the  tech- 
nology to  be  used,  the  mining  executives  claim 
they  will  employ  the  highest  standards,  while 
proposing  models  that  are  weO  below  EU  lim- 
its. The  mine's  lifespan  will  be  17  years,  after 
which  the  area  will  be  'returned'  to  some  sort 


Four  mountains  will  be  destroyed. 


the  company  with  offers  of  relocation  and  new 
houses  in  other  parts  of  the  country.  Hungary 
is  concerned  about  a  repeat  disastet  What's  more 
disturbing  is  that  the  project  is  not  officially 
allowed  to  commence,  as  the  Environmental 
Impact  Assessment  is  incomplete  and  yet  to  be 
approved  by  the  Romanian  government.  None- 
theless, with  arrogance  and  aggression,  the 
company  is  doing  all  it  can  to  rid  the  area  of  its 
residents. 

Poverty  in  Romania  is  a  simple  fact,  and 


of  liveable  state.  The  company  promises  jobs 
will  be  created,  and  that  the  community  will 
ultimately  benefit.  Yet  the  number  of  jobs 
created  by  the  company  will  be  less  than  the 
current  number  of  jobs  at  the  state-owned  mine 
(which  is  a  small  scale  mine).  The  number  of 
jobs,  as  estimated  by  the  company  itself,  will 
be  around  350.  The  price  will  be  the  displace- 
ment of  2000  people,  the  loss  of  four  moun- 
tains, and  depletion  of  gold  which  has  sus- 
tained the  town's  livelihood  for  thousands  of 


years.  Residents  firmly  believe  that  no  amount 
of  jobs  or  gold  are  worthwhile  if  the  result  is 
destmction.  The  gold  is  better  off  where  jt  is, 

they  say. 

This  might  seem  a  surprising  attitude 
from  a  country  so  in  need  of  development  We 
may  have  something  to  learn  from  Eastem  Eu- 
ropean experience.  As  countries  b  transition,  their 
value  system,  including  environmental  values, 
doesn't  correspond  with  western  capitalist  val- 
ues. As  the  west  and  the  E.U.  impose  upon  these 
countries  their  own  paradigm  of  development, 
not  only  is  social  and  environmental  degrada- 
tion imminent,  but  major  opportunities  for 
local  solutions  are  lost 

People  throughout  Romania  are  oppos- 
ing the  project  and  attempting  to  come  up  with 
ways  to  fight  die  company  The  most  basic  so- 
lution is  for  people  to  refiise  to  sell  their  homes. 
Only  38%  of  the  properties  have  been  pur- 
chased, and  the  company  cannot  force  reloca- 
tion. Another  solution  is  to  bring  tourism  to 
this  incredibly  beautiful  area.  Media  awareness 
campaigns  are  underway,  and  both  the  Roma- 
nian and  European  parliaments  are  alert  to  the 
problems.  As  well,  people  everywhere  can  edu- 
cate themselves  about  the  pracdses  behind  gold 
mining.  In  fact,  enough  gold  has  already  been 
mined  to  satisfy  the  world's  needs. 

There  are  so  many  angles  to  this  story. 
Human  rights,  conservadon.  risk  management, 
rural  development  and  international  relations 
are  all  important  factors  that  must  be  consid- 
ered m  trying  to  understand  the  issues.  The 
Globe  and  Mail  has  caught  wind  of  the  story, 
as  have  odier  major  news  sources.  The  screen- 
ing at  Planet  in  Focus  definitely  broadened  the 
campaign's  hori2ons,  and  interest  is  only  increas- 
ing. 

To  find  out  more  about  Rosia 
Montana,  visit  httpV/www.rosiamontana. 
org/  and  http;//\vw.rosiamontana.home.ro/. 
To  learn  more  about  the  hazards  of  gold 
mining,  visit  http://www.nodirtygold.org.  To 
become  involved  in  the  CanacUan  campaign, 
email  Elena  Dumicru:  elenadumicmt983 
@yahoo.ca.  Many  thanks  to  Sorana  Ciura  for 
additional  information. 


From  Europe  to  Toronto 

An  Analysis  of  Haute  Couture  by  Kaltlln  Bardswich 


It's  all  a  conspiracy  And  no.  I'm  not  talking  aboutJFK's 
assassination  or  what's  really  in  those  Big  Macs  you  love.  Oh  nc 
^  I'm  discussing,  or  at  least  at- 
tempting to  discuss,  the  incred- 
ibly close  proximity  that  U  of  T 
finds  itself  to  Yorkville  and  such 
hig^  end  stores  as  Chanel,  Gucci, 
and  Prada. 

As  opposed  to  certain 
European  capitals,  the  Toronto 
salesperson  knows  if  you're 
poor.  Or  a  smdent.  Well,  really, 
the  terms  are  synonymous  (as  I, 
a  first  year  student,  suspected  and 
recentiy  confirmed).  In  Europe, 
and  I  can  only  speak  from  my 
experiences  in  France  and  Italy  on 
a  longer  than  usual  high  school 
field  trip,  the  shopkeepers  treat 
you  like  gold.  And  tiiat's  prob- 
ably because  they  think  you're  an  eccentrically  rich  American.  But 


This  much  fun  ain't  cheap! 


not  here.  Oh  no,  here  they  know. 

One  week  in  October,  I  decided  to  do  some  investigative 
reporting  Wearitig  mj'  Old  Navy 
jeans,  a  light  pink  t-shirt.  pull- 
over white  knit  sweater,  and  tot- 
ing a  Roots  umbrella  (liey  -  it 
was  raining!!),  I  ventured  into 
the  fashion  district  of  Toronto. 
I  wasn't  exacdy  sporting  fash- 
^    ionable  attire,  but  I  figured  ev- 
er)'one  would  see  through  my 
knock-off  Christian  Dior  purse 
that  1  bought  in  Paris  specifically 
for  the  purpose  diat  I  could  say, 
ij^^l    "This  is  my  Dior  purse  from 
r.^^l     Paris!"  Anj-ways,  back  to  the 
point  of  this  whole  tangent.  As 
soon  as  I  walked  into  those 
stores,  I  felt  out  of  place,  and 
very  awkward.  Those  salespeople 
could  probably  sense  that.  Like  dogs,  they  smell  fear.  Said  an 


innocent  and  anonymous  bystander,  "Unlike  most  dogs  I  know, 
they  were  wearing  thousands  of  dollars  worth  of  designer  at- 
tire." 

Nonetheless,  I  enjoy  looking  at  the  fashion;  I  enjoy 
staring  wide-eyed  at  die  prices,  with  thoughts  of  who-could- 
possibIy-afford-that-I-mean-,fmW£fjV-tbcreare-scarving-c!uldren- 
in-the-world  (chat  would  be  my  IR  courses  talking).  I  think  I 
need  to  shop  (well,  the  correct  word  would  be  browse)  in  these 
stores  with  a  bunch  of  friends  for  protection  -  you  know,  travel 
in  packs  like  wolves...  then  it  will  be  the  wolves  versus  the  dogs 
-  who  will  win???  (insert  dramatic  dum-dum-dum  music) 

So  why,  may  1  ask,  is  Gucci  practically  next  to  Grand  and 
Toy?  Why  does  Chanel  rub  shoulders  with  the  ROM?  Why  is 
Prada  mingling  widi  Chapters?  My  eureka  moment  came  when 
I  was  strolling  in  Yorkville,  possibly  being  the  only  university 
student  diere  (just  exploring,  I  might  add)  amidst  a  slew  of 
well-coiffed,  well-dressed  elites.  And  my  conclusion?  U  of  T  is 
so  close  to  haute  coumre  stores  and  businesses  to  compel  us  to 
study  harder  and  harder  so  that,  one  day,  we  can  pull 
in  sk>'-high  salaries  and  afford  to  buy  something  there. 
That  is,  if  we  actually  want  to. 


Imiis>Herald 

Crpinions 


Reality  Check 

Matthew  Lau  serves  up  a  big  helping  of  truth 

When  I  was  in  kindergarten,  1  made  many  assumptions  about  girls,  school,  friendship,  6. 
and  pretty  much  life  in  general.  Of  course,  I  -was  young  then,  and  there  Is  no  reason  to  believe  that 
any  of  these  suppositions  do  in  fact  have  basis  in  reality.  So  now  that  i  am  a  decade  and  a  half  wiser 
and  diree  years  into  my  fancy  post-secondary  education,  I  feel  it  is  time  for  a  realit)'  check.  Here  are  7. 
some  of  the  presumptions  I  held  back  in  kindergarten,  and  the  realit)'  check,  2004. 

L  Kindergarten:  Girls  are  mean,  weird,  and  smelly.  And  tiicy  have  cooties. 

Reality  Check,  2004:  Girls  are  mean,  weird,  and  smelly.  I'll  be  nice  and  not  talk  about 
the  cooties. 


2.  Kindergarten:  If  you  give  candies  to  other 
people,  tbey  will  become  your  friends. 

Reality  Check,  2004:  If  you  give  candies  to  other 
people,  they  wiU  become  your  friends. 

3.  Kindergarten:  If  you  miss  class  and  the  cookie 
they  give  out,  you  can  make  up  for  that  by  just  having 
one  at  home. 

Reality  Check,  2004:  If  you  miss  class,  you  can 
make  up  for  that  by  having  a  cookie  at  home. 


4.  Kindergarten:  Teachers  that  are  good  are  those  who  gjve  out  candies. 
Reality  Check,  2004:  The  good  teachers  are  all  in  kindergarten. 

5.  Kinc^ergarten:  If  you  beat  up  other  people,  girls  will  like  you. 

Reality  Check,  2004:  If  you  beat  up  other  people,  girls  will  like  you.  In  fact,  they 
have  a  team  of  these  people  at  every  school,  and  they  go  around  beating  up  other  teams  on  a 
big  field.  They  get  all  the  girls. 


Kindergarten:  If  I  can  do  nothing  but  play  games  all  day,  I  would  be  happy. 
Reality  Check,  2004:  If  1  can  do  nothing  but  play  games  all  day,  I  would  be  happy. 


7.  Kindergarten:  My  mom  can  read  my  mind. 
Reality  Check,  2004:  My  mom  can  read  my  mind.  Or,  at 

least,  she  can  tell  me  what  is  really  on  my  mind,  contrary  to  what 
I  may  think  ("Trust  me,  you  really  want  to  be  a  doctor"). 

8.  Kindergarten:  The  one  who  watches  cartoons  and 
plays  Lego  with  me  is  my  best  friend. 

Reality  Check,  2004:  The  one  who 
watches  cartoons  and  plays  Lego  widi  me  is  my 
best  friend.  (Anyone?  I  will  give  you  candies) 

9.  Kindergarten:  If  I  go  to  school, 
work  hard,  and  get  lots  of  A's,  I  wilt 
become  rich. 

Reality  Check,  2004: 1 

not  going  to  become  rich.  But  at 
least  ]  can  play  games  all  day  and 
be  happy. 

10.  Kindergarten:  Super  Mario 
and  He-Man  are  the  best  there  are  to  life. 

Reality  Check,  2004:  Sadly, 
Super  Mario  and  He-Man  are  the  best 
there  are  to  life. 


Mario  and  He-Man:  as  good  as  it  gets. 


Same-Sex  Marriage  revisited 
...continued  from  front  page 


The  Supreme  Court  of  Canada  has  articulated  as  much  in  its 
doctrine  for  die  judging  of  Charter  cases,  stating  that  it  is  upon 
the  offending  government  to  prove  that  any  rights  infringe- 
ments are  "justified  in  a  free  and  democratic  societ)'."  All  the 
arguments  against  same-sex  marriage  arc,  however,  completely 
without  any  moral,  legal,  or  intellectual  value.  I  will  attempt  to 
examine  the  most  popular  arguments  here. 

The  most  popular  defense  of  the  ban  on  same-sex  mar- 
riage would  seem  to  be  that  marriages  have  always,  since  time 
immemorial,  been  between  a  man  and  a  woman  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  all  others,  and  that  through  sheer  force  of  history  the 
"sanctit)'"  of  marriage  should  be  left  intact  The  foundation 
upon  which  this  argument  is  based  is  patentiy  wrong,  and  the 
conclusions  it  attempts  to  reach  are  nonsensical.  From  an  his- 
torical perspective,  one  man  and  one  woman  only  have  simply 
not  consistendy  dominated  marriage.  Evidence  of  homosexual 
marriage  ceremonies  has  been  documented  from  the  earliest  time 
periods  of  Homo  sapiens,  and  same-sex  marriages  continued  to 
occur  in  Europe  until  die  dominance  of  Christianit)'  led  to  their 
suppression.  In  societies  in  which  Christianit)'  was  not  doml-" 
nant,  such  as  in  North  American  First  Nations  and  African  tribes, 
same-sex  marriage  was  also  practiced.  Those  who  claim  that  mar- 
riage has  alvviiys  W.id  one  form  are  misinformed:  defmitions  of 
marnage  arc  .is  diverse  as  the  worid  itself 

Even  if  une  accepts  tiiat  marriage  has  always  had  a  single, 
uniform  definititm,  however,  it  hardly  !ogic;iIlv  follows  that  such 
a  definition  can  never  be  changed.  Many  institutions  have  been 
forced  to  adapt  as  ccrtiiin  of  their  aspects  lose  their  compatibilitj' 
with  modern  attitudes  of  liberal-democracy.  "Why  is  it,"  Su- 
preme Court  Justice  Ian  Bmnie  incisively  asked  a  lawyer  of  a 
religious  gn  mp,  "that  die  divine  right  of  kings  has  to  give  way  to 
constitutional  change  but  marriage  doesn't?"  To  insist  that  in- 
stitutions remain  static  and  unchanging  is  to  transform  histor)' 
into  a  trap  that  will  permanendy  obstruct  societal  progression. 

That  the  list  of  opponents  of  same-sex  marriage  is  so 
filled  with  religious  organizations  is  a  very  clear  indication  that  a 
large  portion  of  the  opposition  to  same-sex 

6 marriage  is  founded  upon  religious  conviction. 
Religious  ailments  are,  however,  completely  ir- 


relevant in  a  secular  state  such  as  Canada,  in  which  Church  and 
state  are  separated.  No  religious  group,  or  confluence  of  reli- 
gious groups,  has  the  right  to  impose  the  views  of  its  faith 
upon  the  Canadian  populace  as  a  whole.  Some  have  also  at- 
tempted to  argue  that  marriage  is  fundamentallj'  a  religious  cer- 
emony and  that,  therefore,  marriage  should  be  placed  within  the 


Cartoonbank.oom 


"Gays  and  lesbians  getting  married — 
bai'en '/  tbey  suffered  enougb 

exclusive  purview  of  organized  reli^ons.This  is  just  completely 
wrong;  marriage  predates  all  modem  religions,  and  remained 
the  exclusive  territory  of  the  state  until  almost  the  18'''  century. 
Religious  involvement  in  marriage  is  in  many  ways  a  very  recent 
and  anomalous  occurrence.  Those  who  dislike  or  desire  to  change 
the  secularism  of  the  Canadian  state  ate  entirely  free  to  purchase 
a  plane-ticket  to  Iran,  where  they  will  certainly  not  need  to  toler:^ 
ate  same-sex  marriage. 

Another  argument  that  is  frequendy  advocated  is  that 
the  purpose  of  marriage  is  exclusively  procreation,  and  that  same- 
sex  couples,  who  are  not  able  to  reproduce,  should  therefore  be 
excluded.  This  argument  is  as  stupid  as  it  is  easy  to  dismiss.  If 


one  were  to  follow  this  argument,  then  the  handicapped,  the 
sterile  (for  various  reasons,  such  as,  for  example,  ovarian  cancer), 
and  the  elderly  would  also  need  to  be  excluded  from  marriage. 
One  might  even  then  go  so  far  as  to  require  reproduction  from 
all  married  couples,  which  would  be  an  absurd  proposition. 
Many  would  argue,  however,  that  marriage,  within  the  popular 
consciousness,  is  no  longer  about  procreation,  but  about  the 
expression  of  love  between  two  people.  Romeo  marries  Juliet 
because  he  loves  her,  not  because  he  believes  in  the  superiority 
of  her  fertility.  Those  who  attempt,  to  use  Justice  Binnie's  words, 
"to  reduce  the  whole  thing  [marriage]  to  procreation",  are  in 
many  ways  trying  to  obscure  and  restrict  the  true  nature  of  mar- 
riage in  modern  society'. 

The  final  argument  upon  which  I  will  touch  states  that 
the  acceptance  of  same-sex  marriage  is  a  "slippery  slope",  wliich 
will  eventually  lead  to  the  legalization  of  polygamy  and  pedo- 
phiLa.  To  diis,  one  may  simply  reply  that  different  issues  can  be 
addressed  separately,  and  that  one  change  to  an  instimtion  does 
not  logically  and  automatically  result  in  others.  Canada  may,  for 
example,  contemplate  the  lowering  of  a  tariff  barrier  against 
French  importations  without  fearing  that  she  will  be  forced  along 
a  slipperj'  slope  to  complete  free  trade  with  France.  If  one  were 
to  follow  the  "slipper\'  slope"  nrgument  to  its  logical  conclu- 
sion, then  the  reduction  of  a  single  tariff  barrier  against  any  one 
countr,'  would  lead  inevitably  and  inexorablv  to  complete  and 
total  free  trade  with  even-  country-  in  the  entire  world.  Surelv  no 
one  with  any  pretensions  to  sanitj'  would  accept  die  validit)'  of 
such  an  argument. 

Given  die  irrationalit)'  of  all  the  arguments  that  are  made 
against  same-sex  marriage,  it  perhaps  comes  as  verj'  litde  sur- 
prise that  superior  court  judges  throughout  Canada  have  uni- 
versally rejected  them.  Opponents  of  samc-sex  marriage  have 
failed  utterly  to  justify  the  societal  need  to  infringe  upon  the 
__rights  of  gays  and  lesbians.  With  such  an  overwhelming  juris- 
prudential precedent  building  against  the  ban  on  same-sex  mar- 
riage, one  suspects  that  conser\'ative  groups  would  be  well  ad- 
vised to  surrender  this  issue  and  focus  instead  on  projects  to 
which  they  are  better  suited,  such  as  demanding  tax  cuts.  In  the 
meantime,  the  rights  of  gays  and  lesbians  should  be  restored  by 
legalizing  same-sex  marriage  in  every  jurisdiction  in  Canada. 


Vocabulary  Malfunction  Causes  a  fuss  at  Casuistry:  The  Art  of  Killing  a  Cat 
Michele  Costa  examines  a  controversial  issue 


"I  never  got  to  eat  this  cat,  but  a 
lot  of  other  people  are  feasting 
off  It.  " 

-  Jesse  Power 


Scandals  and  controveriy  in  the  me 
dia  are  often  caused  by  actions,  statements, 
massive  amounts  of  alcohol  and/or  sponta- 
neously revealed  breasts.  It's  not  often  that  there 
is  media  coverage  of  a  controversial  issue  that 
is  almost  entirely  the  result  of  a  simple  lack  of 
a  dictionar>'.  On  Tuesday,  September  1 4*,  at  the 
Cumberland  theatre,  as  part  of  the  Toronto 
International  Film  Festival,  this  did  in  fact  hap- 
pen. Count- 
less people 
got  count- 
less pairs  of 
panties  in  a 
twist  over  an 
issue  they 
did  not  even 
understand, 
having 

much  to  do  direcdy  with  one  misunderstood 
word.  The  word  was  'casuistry,  'from  the  tide, 
Casii/f/Tj:  The  Art  of  Kill'mg  a  Cat.  This  film, 
directed  by  Zev  Asher.  is  a  documentary  of 
sorts,  covering  an  event  that  happened  a  few 
years  back  with  which  most  people  in  Toronto 
are  familiar.  In  May  of  200,1  Jesse  Power,  ex- 
vegan,  a  student  at  a  pre-pencil  ciayoned  OCAD, 
with  help  from  two  of  his  friends,  skinned, 
tortured,  and  killed  a  cat  while  videotaping  it. 
This  may  have  been  part  of  a  project  he  in- 
tended to  hand  in  to  school,  no  one  can  really 
know  at  this  point.  There  are  only  some 
facts  we  know  absolutely  -  mainly  those 
that  are  videotaped.  There  are  also  a  hell  of 
a  lot  of  opinions,  viewpoints,  jusdBcations, 
accusations  and  mainly  —  emotions.  Casu- 
istry:  The  Art  of  Killing  a  Cat  attempts  u  > 
give  a  voice  to  all  sides,  composed  mainK 
of  various  inter\'iews. 

The  film  itself  is  mainly  a  failurc 
in  its  own  composition,  successfuUy  con- 
vincing rlif  viewer  of  not  much  other  tb.in 
rhe  fict  rH;ir  ^=^her  clearly  took  some  son 
ofbadlv-r;iij|J-ir  cI^K'^  in  graphic  monragcs. 
It  was  m.  isr  dL-hnitLly  successftil  ingettiOL'^ 
a  crowd  out,  howi.-\i.:r.  Most  of  this  crowd 
was  across  the  street  !r<nn  die  theatre,  witii 
signs  and  a  slightly  broken  megaphone. 
Thtsc  protestors,  many  affiliated  with 
Toronto's  Grassroots  Animal  Rights  Group' 
who  caU  themselves  'Freedom  For  Animals," 
organized  day-lone  r.illies  wirh  hundreds  of 
people  standing  in  \'orkvil!c  in  the  wav  of 


countiess  Louis  Vutton-clad  women  shouting 
"Shame!"  for  hours  on  end.  In  my  opiiuon 
these  people  were  not  successful  in  accomplish- 
ing anything  besides  showing  themselves  to 
be  entirely  uninformed.  In  fact,  they  showed 
that  they  were  nfusing  to  be  informed.  I  spoke 
to  a  few  of  them,  and  explained  that  aftervje'A 
ail  seen  the  film  I'd  be  perfecdy  willing  to  argue 
with  them.  Their  response,  from  the  words  of 
one  protestor:  "I 


don't  need  to  see  a 
film  to  know  that  it's 
awful".  So  appar- 
endy  a  viewpoint  of 
"I  don't  want  any 
information;  I've  al- 
ready made  up  my 
mind"  is  acceptable 
in  political  and  so- 
cial discussion.  Fantastic.  These  protestors 
walked  the  line,  telling  all  of  us  that  they  knew 
for  a  fact  that  this  film  was  made  by  a  friend  of 
Power's,  and  that  the  proceeds  were  going  to 
Power  himself  They  told  us  that  portions  of 
the  video  Power  shot  were  included,  and  es- 
sentially told  us  that  if  we  saw  the  film,  we 
supported  Power  and  animal  cruelt)'. 

I  do  not  support  animal  cruelty;  I 
have  cats;  I  became  a  veget-irian  when  1  was  12 
years  old,  and  I  think  what  Jesse  Power  did  was 
incredibly  sick,  twisted  and  unforgivable.  I  also 


cRuffr 


"I  know  a  lot  about  artistic  free- 
dom and  It  matters  to  me.  But,  I 
think  that  [killing  a  cat  as  an  art 
project]  is  a  crock  of  shit." 

-  Christie  Blatchford 


NOT 


/ 


ft*'. 


see  that  he  was  an  animal-rights  actn  isi  ni  at 
least  some  capacity  for  some  time  -  diat  evi- 
dence is  documented.  He  was  vegan,  he  claimed 
to  love  animals. .  .so  how  did  he  rationalize  this 
act?!  This  tllm  is  an  exploration  of  how  he 


possibly  justified  rfiis  to  himself,  what  he  was 
trying  to  say,  and  how  completely  wrongly  he 
went  about  it.  The  film  discusses  factory  farm- 
ing and  cruelty  to  those  animals  not  always 
thought  of  as  cuddly  and  cute.  It  discusses  ani- 
mal abuse  laws  in  Canada,  America  and  Eu- 
rope, including  interviews  with  pobce  officers 
that  were  involved  in  tJie  trial  and  sentencing  — 
which  definitely  leave  the  viewer  angry  and  hor- 
rified at  the  incredibly  small  punishments  for 
people  charged  with  animal  rights  abuses.  In 
no  way  was  this  film  a  celebration  of  whatjesse 
Power  did,  or  an  explanation  of  how  you  too 
can  leam  to  kill  a  cat  Nor  was  it  the  actual  video 
Jesse  Power  made.  Still,  many  animal-rights  or- 
ganizations' websites  published  this  kind  of 
false  information.  Many  of  the  protestors  were 
telling  people 
in  line,  as  well 
as  the  general 
Yorkville  pub- 
lic, this  false  in- 
formation. I'd 
guess  that  al- 
most every 
single  one  of 
the  protestors 
there  had  no 
idea  what  they 

were  arguing  against.  I'd  also  guess  that  they 
would  likely  have  actually  been  incredibly  sup- 
portive of  the  film  if  they'd  just 
watched  id  Quite  ironically,  it 
was  saying  many  of  the  same 
things  diey  were.  Yet,  they  didn't 
see  it.  they  argued  and  argued 
I  /  against  it  and  e\'en  called  in  death 

y  threats  and  bomb  threats  to 

/  TIFF  organizers  if  they  didn't 

pull  the  film. 

And  \\-\\\  were  lJie\'  so 
misinformed  you  jsk?  Well,  it 
has  a  hell  of  a  lot  ro  d<  i  witli  the 
fact  that  no  one  knows  what  Oi- 
r  \  i  r     fustiy  means.  Since  the  film  was 
sub-tided  The  Art  of  Kil/trig  a 
Cat.  many  people  just  assumed 
Casiiislry  must  have  meant 
something  along  the  lines  of  instructional,  or 
step-by-step.  Tliey  assumed  diis  film  was  about 
killing  cats,  wliich  must  obviously  mean  chey 
don't  think  very  highly  at  all  of  the  Toronto 
Film  Festival  if  they  reallv  thought  the  organi- 


zation would  allow  such  a  film  to  screen.  Yet 
they  just  went  with  that  first  interpretation, 
magic  marker-ed  their  signs  and  spread  false 
information  all  over  town.  I  understand  this 
isn't  rare,  and  is  generally  just  how  the  world 
works,  but  it's  almost  amusing  in  a  way  that  so 
much  of  the  hype  and  emotional  arguments 
could  have  been  avoided  with  a  proper  under- 
standing of  this  rare  term.  Casuistry  (kazoo- 
istry )  (the  word  appearing  in  almost  all  dictio- 
naries above  the  word  "cat")  means ; 

"The  application  of  general  principles 
of  morality  to  definite  and  concrete  cases  of 
human  acdvit)-,  for  the  purpose,  primarily,  of 
determining  what  one  ought  to  do.  or  ought 
not  to  do,  or  what  one  may  do  or  leave  undone 
as  one  pleases;  and  for  the  purpose,  second- 
arily, of  deciding 
whether  and  to 
what  extent  guilt 
or  immunity 
fiom  guilt  follows 
on  an  action  al- 
ready posited." 

In  the 
words  of  one 
film  festival  orga- 
nizer this  film  at- 
tempted to  exam- 
ine the  "opaque  logic'  of  the  act.  I  really  do  not 
think  any  even  somewhat  intelligent  individual 
would  link  this  directorial  intention  in  any  way 
with  the  support  or  encouragement  of  violent 
killing  of  cats.  If  this  were  true  then  essentially 
all  films  made  on  the  Holocaust  arc  encourag- 
ing diat  t\pe  of  behavior  to  continue,  which 
we  all  know  isn't  true. 

The  protestors  ignored  all  of  diis,  as 
well  as  any  hint  of  the  truth.  In  the  question 
and  answer  portion  of  the  night  after  the  screen- 
ing, people  asked  Zev  Asher  about  the  accusa- 
tions from  die  people  outside  ;ind  he  adamandy 
dismissed  diem  assuring  us  he  was  noi  a  friend 
or  assoaate  of  Power,  and  that  he  diought  him 
to  be  a  very  sick  indi\'idual. 

At  the  end  ofihi.  evening  one  obvi- 
ously upset  viewer  \elieJ  out:  "Anyone  who 
thinks  this  film  encouniged  animal  crucit)'.  put 
up  your  hand!''  Of  course  no  one  did. .  .because 
it  didn't.  None  of  the  protestors  knew  that 
though,  because  they  were  outside  with  count- 
less signs,  cheers,  homemade  t-shirts  and  one 
megaphone. .  .but  no  dictionary. 


Jon  Stewart's  sexy  brain 
Vanessa  Meadu  confesses  a  crush 


h>n  Srcu  ir-i  I-.  ,1  F^re^  tm  reckoned 
with.  He's  .]uick,  sni.in,  liil^irious  .ind  ,,h  so 
dream)'.  My  secret  crush  on  )on  Stewart  isn't 
a  secret,  nor  is  n  unieiue.  It  ^cetns  that  he's  the 
crush-du-joiir  for  -iii  slighdy  nerdy  left  of  cen- 
ti-e  r)  pes,  I  don'i  ciceh  his  show  often  -  being 
a  ncrdv  type,  I'm  usually  asleep  bv  then  -  but 
when  I  do.  It's  non  s(<ip  .miusement  and  pleas- 
ure. In  ihar  order, 

Recend\,  |[inn\  went  on  :i  nasc\  CNN 
show  called  Ctmsjiiv.  The  premise  of  rliis  ri- 
diculous piece  of  media  trash  is  Vieli.Hc'  be- 
tween liu  I  L  I'l  .11  u I  Ki^Ik,  with  .ippi  -  'pn.ueh 
polarised  l^.isis  I'. ml  Lkg.d.i  .iiul  luekcr 
Carlson.  N^Ldles-,  h,  ihi.  sI-mw  is  prob- 
ably one  of  till.  nil. si  fnislr.ilidg  i!iine-  .m 
TV,  more  ann<iving  than  Lrrryhm/y  L.'T' f 
RaymonrJund  Dub\'a's  campaign  speeches  com- 


I'liied.  Ew.  Sojon  Stewart  g( 
iiilL  about  his  new 
book,  AmfriCii  (i'hc 
Rook):  .'I  f  ,/,-f,rx 
f  lUiflf  !ii  Di  iimcrar,-  l/i- 
tiiliiiii.  (.  ,irlson  mi- 
iTiediarel\-  aeeuses 
Stewart  ot  being 
partisan.  ciUing  him 
fohn  Kerr\  s  'bLift 
b<iv\  in  ,in  .irrenipt 
t.i  vp.irk  s^mu  re.ic- 

 l.lr^  c^,>^^nre- 

so.le  ■Jel-..ae'.  In- 


Nobody's  butt  boy. 


political  player,  and  its  rcsponsibilin  co  rlie 
public.  He  asks  the  two 
men  to  '"stop  hurting 
.\menca,"  accuses  them 
of  dishonest)'  and  parti- 
san hackery,  and  begs 
them  tor  real  debate.  Tlie 
Cfvssfin  lio\s  don't  like 
clus-  "riie\  tn-  to  change 
diesubjeei  I  ,irKons,us 
he  prefers  srw.hi-  wlicii 
he's  hinnv.  i  Iil\  tin.illv 
i.  at  (o  cunimerci.U  u  lien 
Stewjrt's  t|iiesciims  stari 
(o  rub  ther 


\Toni; 

itnipts  ro  engage  wav.  .\her  some  semms 

the  TWO  men  in  .i  real  conversation  about  die  barbs.  Stewart  calls  Carlson  a  dick  ,ind  that's  the 
media,  its  manipulation  of  issues,  its  role  .is  .i      end  of  that.  For  now. 


Stewan  clearly  thinks  about  his  nilc  in 
the  media.  He's  a  facilitator  of  ideas,  he  brings 
perspective  and  criticism  to  the  public  discourse. 
And  he  makes  us  laugh  our  asses  off  in  the 
process.  He  is  an  important  figure  in  the  US 
media,  more  important  th.m  he  gives  himself 
credit  for.  He  e!:iims  to  host  a  'comcdv  show' 
but  when  cumedv  is  more  truthful  than  thi 
news.  SI  ifin.  tiiiLii;  is  seriously  amiss. 

Stewart's  Crossftn  visit  is  worth  watch 
ing  {it's  all  over  the  Internet).  It's  probably  the 
most  frustrating  moment  I've  seen  on  T\' 
.lu  hile,  but  it  underlines  some  serious  issi 
with  the  media  and  American  politics.  A 
bonus,  we  get  to  see  Slew. in  s  \': 
brrun  at  work  as  he  argiR  ■>  .ind  )<  lU  ■ 
with  equal  strength  ;ind  ctteeuvi 
Swoon. 


/ 
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Can  Adbusters'  Blackspot  Unwoosh  Nike? 
Stephanie  Silverman  reports  on  the  clash  of  the  brandmarks 


Vancouver,  BC  -Naomi  Klein 
threw  cold  water  on  the  idea,  and  there  was 
widespread  "lefty  revolt"  against  it.  Unfazcd, 
Adbusters,  the  pioneering  and-consumerist 
magazine  and  activist  network,  has  broken  into 
the  sneaker  business.  Surprised?  Don't  be,  it's 
al!  part  of  a  grassroots  strategy  for  cleaning  up 
su'catshops  and  dirt>'  CEOs  like  Nike's  Phil 
Knight. 

Made  in  a  fair-labor  factory  in  Por- 
tugal and  backed  by  a  quarter  of  a  million  dol- 
lar marketing  strateg)',  tlie  Blackspot  sneaker 
promises  to  shake  up  the  much-maligned  in- 
dustry It  has  a  classic  "neoconverse"  look,  or- 
ganic hemp  uppers,  a  bold,  hand-drawn  anti- 
logo  and  a  red  toe  tip  for,  as  the  ad  copy  puts  it, 
"kicking  Phil  Knight's  ass". 

In  keeping  with  Adbusters'  repu- 
tation for  turning  capitalism  on  its  head,  every 
pair  of  Blackspots  comes  with  a  unique  share- 
holder number  allowing  wearers  to  vote  on  how 
The  Blackspot  An ticorpo ration  is  run.  Share- 
holders vote  on  how  the  shoes  are  made,  mar- 
keted, and  how  any  profits  are  used.  "It's  an 
unfolding  experiment  in  grassroots  capitalism. 
It's  an  idea  with  the  potential  to  give  consum- 


ers back  their  sovereignty  over  corporations." 
says  Adbusters  Founder  and  The 
Anticorporadon's  CEO,  Kalle  Lasn. 

At  the  website, 

www.blackspotsneaker.org,  there's  a  share- 
holder mission  statement  and  a  detailed  pro- 
file of  The  Blackspot  Anticorporation.  It 
reads  more  like  a  manifesto  than  a  corporate 
document  but  has  clear  business  goals  — 
like  cutting  significantly  into  Nike's  market 
share. 

The  Blackspot  marketing  campaign,  which 
launched  October  15,  uses  judo-like  strate- 
gies to  turn  the  power  of  Nike's  own  PR 
thrust  against  them.  It  begins  \vith  cheeky 
billboards  near  Phil's  headquarters  in 
Beaverton,  Oregon,  followed  by  ads  in  The 
New  York  Times,  Wall  Street  Journal, 
AdAge,  Mother  Jones,  and  others.  71/2- 
and  1 5-second  TV  spots  will  start  airing  on 
CNN.  CBC  Newsworid.  MTV  and  FOlfi 
November.  All  the  ads  and  the  kick-ass' 
marketing  strategy  arc  at: 
www.blackspotsneaket.org. 
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With  much  chagrin,  we  interrupt  this  Opinions  page  to  desensitize  you  to  the  idea  of  winter.* 

You  think  it's  too  early?  You're  wrong.  It's  on  its  way,  whether  you  love  it  or  not. 
So  dig  out  your  coat  and  boots,  practise  walking  in  them  and  kiss  your  dirty  flip  flops  goodbye. 

Photo  hy  Gill  Cerbu 
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Los  Prisioneros 

Cristian  Rossel  says  Canadians  need  to  rock  -  Chile  style! 


Los  Prisioneros 
are  Chile's  greatest  rock 
'n'  roll  band  ever.  I  told 
that  to  a  friend  and  he 
just  laughed.  "That's  like 
saying,  this  year's  soccer 
team  is  the  best  in  Cana- 
dian history.  Who  cares?" 
Pinochet  and  wine  are 
what  comes  to  most 
people's  minds  when 
they  think  of  Chile.  Oth- 
ers might  think  of 
empanadas  and  smart, 
good  looking  journalists, 
but  rock  'n"  roll  is  prob- 
ably nowhere  on  the  list. 
But  my  parents  are  Chil- 
ean and  I've  been  listen- 
ing to  Los  Prisioneros 
ever  since  I  can  remem- 
ber. So  I  scraped  together 
S35,  realized  I  could  get  a 
free  ticket  if  I  wrote 

about  it  in  the  Herald  and  gave  mine  away  to  a  friend.  It's  not 
easy  convincing  people  to  put  money  down  for  a  Chilean  rock 
band,  even  when  it  is  the  greatest  rock  'n'roll  band  in  Chilean 
history. 

Los  Prisioneros  put  out  their  first  album  in  1984,  11 
years  after  Augusto  Pinochet  led  a  military  coup  and  overthrew 
the  first  democratically  elected  Marxist  in  history,  Salvador 
Allende.  TTie  country  was  going  through  a  terrible  recession, 
with  sky  high  unemployment  and  inflation.  By  then  the  dictator's 
iron  grip  was  starting  to  loosen,  and  massive  street  demonstra- 
tions were  calling  for  his  resignadon.  Jorge  Gonzalez,  the 
songwriter  and  lead  guitarist  and  vocalist,  was  writing  songs 
that  lay  bare  the  bitterness,  irony  and  absurdity  felt  by  the  Chil- 
ean masses  who  knew  (and  know)  that  their  share  of  the  good 
life  was  illusory.  ElBaile  de  Los  Que  Sohran,  fThe  Dance  of  the 
Left  Overs)  the  band's  most  popular  song,  expresses  the  perva- 
sive disillusionment  in  Chile  at  the  time.  It  goes; 


Hey,  I  know  some  stories  about 
the  future 

Hey,  the  time  when  I  heard  them 

was  when  I  felt  the  most  secure 

Other  people  were  given  secrets 

/hatjou  didn't  get 

Other  people  got  that  thing  called 

education 

They  were  asking  for  effort 
They  were  askingfor  dedication 
And  for  what,  to  end  up  dancing 
and  kicking  stones 
Join  the  dance  of  the  leftovers 
No  one's  ever  going  to  miss  us 
No  one  ever  really  wanted  to  help 


I've  never  been  that  en- 
amored by  their  music.  Be- 
sides lacking  polish,  it's  a  little 
jumpy  and  the  songs  have  a 
tendency  to  go  on  for  too  long 
It's  a  strange  mix  of  punk, 
rockabilly,  syntlicsizers,  ska, 
and  techno.  But  Gonzalez  is 
an  exceptional  songwriter.  His 
songs  are  political  because  it 
would  have  been  dishonest  for 
him  to  write  about  anything  else.  Chile's  short  lived  "socialist 
experiment"  roused  the  desire  for  something  better  among  the 


working  class,  but  its  defeat  and  the  subsequent  bloodshed  left 
a  very  cynical  populace. 

The  band  broke  up  in  1 992  and  Gonzalez,  Claudio  Narea 
(bass)  and  Miguel  Tapia  (drums)  each  delved  into  their  own 
projects,  none  with  great  success.  Gonzalez  and  Tapia  reunited 
in  2001,  and  together  with  keyboardist  Sergio  Badilla  they  played 
as  Los  Prisioneros  for  the  first  time  in  almost  10  years  in  front 
of  140,000  fans.  I  was  curious  to  see  how  they  would  play  in  a 
foreign  city  in  front  of  a  much  smaller  audience.  Kool  Haus' 
doors  opened  at  eight.  There  were  no  opening  bands  but  Los 
Prisioneros  still  managed  to  wait  until  1 1:30  before  hitting  the 
stage. 

Toronto  audiences  suck.  Everyone  likes  to  say  it's  be- 
cause so  many  great  acts  come  through.  We're  so  worldly,  cos- 
mopolitan, intellectual  and  cool  that  it's  just  impossible 
to  impress  us.  I  don't  think  it's  much  of  an  excuse,  since 
everyone  stands  around,  not  dancing,  no  matter  how 
good  or  bad  the  band  is.  I  under- 
stand that  Canadians  are  reserved, 
but  hundreds  of  people  moping 
with  their  hands  in  their  pockets 
make  for  a  shitty  show.  Chileans, 
on  the  other  hand,  like  to  party. 
If  you're  going  to  get  dressed  up 
and  pay  a  lot  of  money  you  might 
as  well  try  to  have  fun,  right?  This, 
despite  the  fact  that  Chile  is  the 
most  reserved  country-  in  Latin 
America.  We  don't  salsa,  samba, 
or  tango.  We're  the  England  of 
South  America.  As  far  as  Latins 
are  concerned,  we're  the  most  bor- 
ing of  the  bunch.  And  yet,  while 
Los  Prisioneros  were  spending  an  J 
hour  and  a  half  putting  makeup 
on  backstage,  the  entire  crowd  was  " 
singing  along  and  dancing  to  the 
random  mix  of  Spanish  pop  the 
club  played  to  "warm  us  up".  We  prob- 
ably did  more  singing  and  dancing  while 
we  waited  for  diem  to  come  on  then  most 
Torontonians  do  in  their  entire  life. 
Los  Prisioneros  put  on  a  good  show.  It 
wasn't  great  -  the  place  was  only  half  full, 
they  came  on  really  late  and  barely  played 
over  an  hour.  But  they  played  loud  and 
hard  and  didn't  miss  any  of  their  old  hits.  Gonzalez  had  us  in 
the  palm  of  his  hand,  hanging  on  to  his  every  word.  We  ail  knew 


this  might  be  our  only  chance  I 
to  see  them  live  and  that  alone 
made  us  giddy  with  excite- 
ment. He  could  have  read  I 
from  the  dictionary  for  half 
an  hour  and  it  wouldn't  mat- 
ter as  long  as  they  played  Trrn 
at  Siir.  Wt-  Are  Sitdamerican 
Rockers.  Porque  No  Se  Van  and 
ElBojIe  de  Los  Que  Sobran.  That 
said,  there  were  some  idiosyn- 
crasies to  the  show.  Besides 
the  three  members  already 
mentioned,  all  of  whom 
must  be  at  least  35,  there  was 

a  skinny,  young  blond  guy  in  sunglasses  playing  guitar  thatlooked 
like  a  shampoo  model.  No  one  knows  where  he  came  from,  but 
his  guitar  playing  certainly  didn't  add  anything  worthwhile  and 
he  looked  totally  out  of  place.  Also,  the  new  album  diey're  pro- 
moting, Man^ana,  features  a  single  called  El  Mi/ro  (the  Wall), 
about  the  wall  between  the  U.S.  and  Mexico.  There  is  a  litde 
speech  before  the  song  and  it's  supposedly  the  highlight  of  the 
album.  Gonzalez  clearly  feels  like  he  has  to  live  up  to  his  status 
as  a  political  songwnter.  But  whether  or  not  the  morality  of 
immigration  barriers  is  a  worthy  cause  to  sing  about,  the  song  is 
mediocre  at  best  and  it  feels  terribly  forced.  But  these  are  minor 
things,  really.  We  went  to  see  the  legends  live  and  hear  the  hits 
we'd  grown  up  with.  They  delivered  and  the  show  was  lots  and 
lots  of  fun. 

Which  is  why  there  should  have  been  at  least  one  open- 
ing band.  Tluity-five  bucks  for  one  hour  and  1 5  minutes  of  live 
music  is  a  lot,  no  matter  how  famous  you  are  in  Chile.  But 
beyond  that,  we  couJd  have  taught  a  few  lucky  Torontonians 
how  to  behave  when  you  go  out  Ever^'one  talks  about  how 
multicultural  this  city  is,  but  when  it  comes  down  to  it,  "non- 
ethnic"  Torontonians  usually  don't  go  to  "ethnic"  things.  (It's 
funny  how  "Svhite"  people  don't  get  to  have  an  ethnicity.)  If 
Latin  Vibes  Productions  had  put  in  a  little  bit  of  effort  and 


RANDES  EXITOS 


SI 


1% 


gotten  a  couple  decent  Canadian  bands  then  Kool  Haus  wouldn't 
have  been  half  empti,-.  As  good  as  Los  Prisioneros  are,  there's 
probably  not  enough  Chileans  in  all  of  Ontario  to  pack  die 
place.  But  if  die  Canadian  bands  were  any  good,  then  Canadians 
would  have  come,  At  first  dicy  would  have  been  shocked  and 
awed  to  see  people  dancing  and  enjoying  themselves,  but  then 
they  would  have  loosened  up.  They  would  have  had  a  great 
time,  told  all  their  friends  that  it's  OK  to  have  Rin,  and  the  next 
rime  you  went  to  a  show  you  wouldn't  be  the  only 
one  yelling  and  dancing  and  having  a  great  time. 
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1  32  Words 

By  Friedrich  Engels  Wilder 

Words  cannot  express 

The  sorrow  that  I  feel 

For  the  words  you  could  not  express. 

So  forgive  me. 

It  was  a  conspiracy 

Of  the  bourgeoisie. 

But  our  friendship  is  strong. 

Like  bull. 


running 

by  Kaitlin  Bardswich 

i  ask  quesdons 

i  know  the  answers  to, 

i  guard  secrets 
i  know  aren'tworth  protecting, 
i  iivc  a  life  iVe  lived  before. 

hypocritical  in  my  own  misgivings, 
defiant  in  my  own  rebellion. 

afraid  to  cake  risks, 


ycc  more  afraid  risks  will  take  me. 

running  away. 


perhaps    . . . 


forever  quickening  my  pace. 


lO 


You'll  Bounce  Back 
by  Jennifer  Charles 

Sometimes  you're  not  thick  enough  to  go  around. 

You  try  to  keep  ever^tiung  balanced. 

By  holding  it  up  so  high 

On  the  rips  of  your  fingers. 

And  it  only  makes  dme  go  a  licde  slower. 

And  you  get  a  little  sketchier. 

But  generally  become  more  at  ease, 

With  the  way  it's  going  to  yjork. 

And  how  nothing  ever  really  works 

The  way  you  wouldso  sincerely  like  it  to. 

And  all  the  chocolate  in  the  world 

Would  only  serve  to  make  me  more  miserable  in  squares 
Unless  I  could  turn  it  all  upside  down. 
And  make  it  swallow  itself 

And  sack  nut  ifs  tongue  in  bitterness  and  revulsion. 
And  I  would  say: 

"Please  remember  to  hand  wash  me. 
For  1  am  delicate  and  edged  with  lace. 
Though  a  world  of  moths  may  erode  me 
I  am  beautiful." 

And  the  fact  that  the  music  is  too  quick,  and  too  loud. 

And  that  there's  no  one  here  even  if  I  wanted  there  to  be. 

Cannot  be  helped. 

So  you'll  ju'ic  have  to  get  on  with  it. 

MavliL  ilicn  I  will      you  for  what  you  really  are. 

Tlv.it  IS,  ,1  rubber  ball 

Of  luminous  colours, 

Bouncing  repeatedly  in  front  of  my  sun. 

Casting  shadows  on  my  world. 

And  rainbows  in  others. 

I'd  drink  the  world  witii  a  straw. 

If  it  were  runny,  and  sweet  and  slighdy  fizzy 

Just  so  long  as  it  always  left  me 

As  empt)'  as  1  am  now. 

And  I'd  be  completely  fine  with  that. 


but  please, 

please 

don't  ask  me  to  stand  still, 
for  you  might  see  right  through  me. 


don't  ask  me  to  stop. 
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life  settles  down 

after  a  while  we  all  do 

smoothing  out  the  bumps  and  creases 

shaking  the  smoky  dust  out 

lifting  up  the  chairs  to  vacuum  under  them 

for  the  first  time  in  two  years. 

1  have  to  do  it  once  in  a  while 

dear  out  the  excess 

the  stubs  of  pencils  and  the  half  finished  stories 

the  loose  leaves  of  white  on  my  floor 

hiding  stained  wood  under  useless  prose 

1  am  in  there  too 

in  a  pile  or  a  corner 

clawing  my  way  out  of  the  mess 
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Rock  Etiquette  is  not  an  oxymoron  -  10  Pet  Peeves 
Chandler  Levack  gives  a  lesson  on  moshing  manners 


Demonic  twin  lesbians,  contemplative  thirty  something  alt-country  quintets,  egomama- 
cal  NYC  hipsters  -  chances  are  if  you  have  rickets  to  these  three  venues,  die  audience  is  going  to  be 
a  little  more  than  varied.  Having  the  excellent  fortune  to  view  3  very  different  concerts  in  the  past 
(ahem)  3  weeks,  I  feel  that  I  must  embark  my  own  knowledge  on  the  proper  acdons  of  rock 
concert  edquctte.  While  some  may  argue  diat  the  most  imporLint  part  of  g  concert  is  die  very  lack 
of  manners  that  "rock  environment"  inhabits,  there  must  be  basic  rules,  or  the  experience  will  be 
likened  to  about  the  equivalent  of  a  Limp  Biskit  LP.  At  die  best  of  times  the  concert  audience 
should  be  a  closely  knit  {in  the  case  of  rwo  nut  of  the  three  shows  IVe  viewed,  way  too  close  for 
my  liking)  family  -  albeit  one 
that  doesn't  urge  the  other 
to  turn  down  their  stereo  at 
formal  functions.  At  the 

worst  of  rimes,  it's  tempt- 
ing to  think  about  die  exact 

effect  a  30-poQnd  amp  would 

have  on  the  groping  couple 

beside  you.  Don'l  be  that 

couple,  instead  listen  and 

learn  my  top  ten  concert  pet 

peeves: 

1)  Firsdy,  if  you  happen  to 
be  a  6*1 1  black  man  with  an 
afro  larger  than  my  14  year 
old  brother,  please  don't 
rush  in  front  of  me  dramati- 
cally so  I  presume  either  )'our 
wife  has  gone  into  labour,  or  your  long-lost  t^A-in  from  dit  iNlordi  has  been  spotted  in  the 
crowd. .  .and  then  proceed  to  stand  i/in-cf/y  in  front  of  me.  Even  worse  is  asking  sensitively  after  the 
fact  if  1  can  see.  Have  some  courtes)'  to  those  on  their  tippy-toes  (we  all  paid  that  1 5  dollar  fee  to 
stand  next  to  one  another  like  crushed  sardines)  and  step  to  the  side. 

2)  People  who  buy  the  bands'  T-shirt  and  then  proceed  to  wear  said  T-shirt  over  their  previous  one 
as  a  show  of  dedication.  This  is  a  degree  of  unparalleled  lameness  that  I  can  barely  express  in 
words  just  how  terrible  it  is. . . 

3)  ShouJd-I-stand-or-shoutd-l-sit  syndrome,  as  experienced  at  the  Wilco  concert  I  went  to  last 
week.  Eidier  we  are  ali  standing  through  an  hour  and  a  half  set  together,  or  we  are  sitting  Please 
don't  confuse  yourself  and  me  by  continually  half-getting  up  to  dance  and  then  sitting  back  down 
at  die  next  tempo  change.  If  you  stand  to  rock  your  40-year-oId  body  to  die  music,  I  (unhappily, 
in  the  nosebleed  section)  cannot  see.  If  you  sit,  it  may  be  easier  for  the  whole  world  to  get  along 
together  in  the  microsphere  I  like  to  call  Massey  Hall.  Make  your  choice. 

4)  It's  hard  enough  to  sit  in  a  cramped  row  created  by  20  doUar  hockey  arena  seats  as  is,  so  please 
don't  force  us  to  get  up  time  after  time,  because  you  think  that  you  may  have  seen  your  friend 
Gerrj'  oh  wait,  no  it's  not  him  but  he  does  kind  of  look  like  the  guy  you  met  in  Calculus.  There  has 
to  be  a  limit  of  how  many  times  people  can  leave  dieir  seats  during  a  set  -  probably  twice  is  die 
absolute  limit  of  decency.  After  this  we  succumb  to  die  level  of  die  more  dian  annoying  - 1  barely 
know  any  stranger  enough  to  have  diem  climb  over  my  diighs  more  dian  two  times,  and  after 
that,  you  had  better  be  pajing  for  a  nice  dinner  somewhere  on  College  street 

5)  "P/flj'  Free  Bird!"  "StaimayV  -  how  old  are  you  and  what  exacdy  are  you  doing  in  public  again? 


Clearly,  these  jokes  have  used,  over  used,  regurgitated,  and  then  organically  composted  through 
pop  culture  since  these  bands  were  first  popularized  by  the  mass  media.  You  will  never  get  a  laugh 
without  an  interior  monologue  through  someone's  mind  that  says  "What  a  moronV-  so  desist 
before  it  gets  painful  for  the  both  of  us.  Sadly,  what  was  innovative  in  the  eariy  60's  must  come  to 
a  screeching  halt  at  some  point- it  is  a  fact  of  life.  (As  a  sidebar,  I  don't  even  know  what  "the  new 
Stairway"  comment  would  be  anymore.  Maybe  "  Who  Lef  the  Dogs  On/",  which  personally,  I  would 
love  to  see  done  as  a  cover  by  Modest  Mouse.) 

6)  Ooh,  aren't  couples  so  adorable  when  they  get  into  hugely  dramatic  spats  in  the  middle  of  your 
third  favourite  song  on  the  second  to  last  album?  Some  people  should  just  never  be  together, 
especially  when  they  are  wearing  matching  fleece  sweaters.  Don't  ruin  my  connection  with  the  band 
by  refusing  to  hold  your  boyfriend *s/Ufe  partner's /insurance  agent's  hand.  This  is  where  you  are 
allowed  to  use  your  first  escape  -  so  get  over  it  togedier  and  meet  up  in  the  bathroom  after  the 
second  set. 

7)  This  may  not  be  a  concert  exclusive  comment  —  but  aren't  people  who  wear  their  sunglasses 
inside  (especiaUy  darkened  venues  like  -  hey!  -  most  concerts)  totally  pretentious?  1  spied  an 
extremely  tool-esque  guy  at  the  Interpol  concert  sporting  huge  a%'iators  as  soon  as  the  band  began. 
What  was  even  sadder  was  that  he  didn't  even  enter  the  concert  with  them  on,  but  as  soon  as  the 
band  started  to  play,  he  grabbed  them  out  of  his  litde  glasses  case,  polished  them  widi  a  special 
cloth  arid  put  them  on  to  "complete"  his  outfit  just  in  time  to  part)'  down.  If  there  is  no  sun, 
sunglasses  1  tend  to  believe  are  rendered  fairiy  useless.  (The  only  exclusion:  if  you  are  a  b-list 
celebrity  on  die  verge  of  rehab,  it's  probably  cool.  Who  am  I  to  den)'  Charlie  Sheen  his  basic  rights?) 

8)  Don't  you  feel  sorry  for  die  people  at  the  end  of  concert,  who,  after  die  lights  have  come  up  and 
cigarette  butts  and  empty  beer  cans  are  exposed,  are  still  milling  around  their  seats,  faindy  hoping 
the  band  will  turn  up  for  a  surprise  "after  hours"  encore?  I  do  believe  in  that  empty  hope  (beUeve 
me,  90  percent  of  life  is  composed  of  diat  feeling  itself)  but  it  is  more  than  slighdy  pathetic  when 
you  are  the  only  one  screaming  and  encouraging  die  rest  of  us  who  are  exhausted  to  clap  simulta- 
neously for  a  band  who  are  inhaling  in  their  tour  bus  -  well,  whatever  they  choose  to  inhale  after 
a  show.  It's  over;  it  was  nice  while  it  lasted.  AJl  you  can  do  is  close  your  eyes  to  their  album  and  gasp 
over  second  hand  smoke  for  an  at  home  mock  up. 

9)  On  the  subject  of  second  smoke  (cigarette  or  otherwise),  I  would  assume  that  an  audience 
member  should  be  aware  of  die  stigmas  these  substances  arise  within  the  general  public.  So  why, 
darling,  must  you  blow  your  Virginia  Slims  smoke  rings  right  in  front  of  my  face  while  I  am  trying 
to  feign  interest  over  the  opening  act?  Why  do  people  smoke  at  concerts  at  all  in  such  close 
quarters?  Are  you  such  an  addict,  1 5-year-oId  giri  from  Scarborough  in  a  skin-tight  Ramones  T- 
shirt,  that  you  cannot  wait  until  the  concert  is  over?  Get  this  woman  a  patch  and  move  on! 

1 0)  Lasdy,  diose  who  try  to  head  bang  at  the  most  inopportune  moments  or  try  to  start  a  mosh 
pit  where  it  is  clearly  just  not  going  to  happen.  But  dien  of  course,  diey  have  painted  diemselves 
into  a  comer  because  everyone  is  now  watching  diem  try  to  "rock"  unsuccessfully  so  they  must 
vaguely  mosh  to  themselves  as  a  self-duty.  I  believe  die  correct  rock  movement  in  most  situations 
IS  the  slow  head  nod  to  the  music,  maybe  some  slight  rocking  of  the  hips  -  but  never  the 
completely  lame  "rock"  hand  motion  as  popularized  by  Nickleback  concerts,  which  pretty  much 
looks  pathetic  in  every  situation.  It  is  overrated,  dismal,  and  no  one  will  ever  look  good  doing  it 
unless  they  appear  in  an  Aval  Lavigne  video.  (Which  dien  becomes  so  bad  it's  good,  then  bad 
again.) 

Widi  these  tips  in  hand,  you  may  now  go  fordi  grasshopper  to  rid  the  world  of  pretentious 
concert  shmucks.  I  believe  in  you,  may  the  good  prosper  at  die  next  SO-dollar  occasion  near  you! 


"Le  Sigh" 

The  Herald's  newest  music  correspondent,  Paul  Le  Sad,  sad  about  latest  Interpol  release 


I  encountered  Inteqjol  for  the  first  time  in  Belgium.  A  (sadly  former)  friend  presented 
me  with  an  elegant]}'  wrapped  copy  of  die  band's  debut.  Trim  oil  Ike 
Biigi/  Ligks.  During  die  following  weeks  of  macchiatos,  merlot, 
Baudelaire  and  Bataille.  I  fell  in  love  with  the  album  which  had  gradually 
become  a  soundtracli  lo  my  life.  Tile  debut's  dense,  darkly  hypnotic 
sound  reminded  me  of  the  music  1  played  to  deal  with  die  vicissitudes 
of  eidstcnce:  Joy  Division  and  Diiwkgntm-m  Cure.  The  often  opaque 
songwridng  such  as  "because  friends  don't  waste  wine  when  there's 
words  ...  to  seU"  sounded  like  the  twisted  creations  ofmy  own  haunted 
imagination. 

I  have  been  eagerly  awaiting ^nfc,  Interpol's  second  release,  for  a 
year  and  a  half  While  die  album  is  a  decent  album  in  its  own  right,  it 

seems  that  Interpol  has  begun  to  move  away  from  their 
richly  mesmerizing  guitar  riffs.  ^Mthough.  especially  in 
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songs  such  as  "Public  Pervert",  Interpol  gestures  towards  the  sonic  density  diat  was  Interpol's 
promise  and  gift  (o  die  current  generation  of  artistes  imdemts  who  idolized 
British  post-punkers  such  as  die  Smiths,  the  Cure  and  Joy  Division, 
Interpol  seems  to  have  adopted  more  of  a  light-hearted  sound,  retreating 
somewhat  from  the  gloomy  landscapes  they  brilliandy  created  on  their 
debut.  This  includes  jumpier  tracks  more  suited  to  die  dancefloor  than  to 
die  velvet  upholstered  bedchamber  you  use-to  write  symbolisle  poetry  while 
drinking  red  wine  and  smoking  hashish.  The  album's  second  track,  "Evil", 
sounds  like  a  watered-down  version  of  "Obstacle  2",  and  except  for  the 
album's  closer,  "A  Time  to  be  so  Small",  Amies  lacks  tracks  diat  produce 
die  moody,  hypnotic  charm  of  "Untided"  and  "NYC".  Antirs  features  a 
few  good  tracks,  but  remains  an  artistic  regression  when  compared  to  Turn 
on  the  Briglil  Ughls.  Once  again  1,  Paul  Le  Sad,  am  disappointed  by  the 
worid.  I  await  die  onset  of  ennui;  ahhh  la  lit,  c'esi  Ins  difficile. 


Arts  &  EnteMm^A^M^ 


Weakerthans/Constantines  Concert  Review  Oct  3, 
David  Marchese  shares  his  concert  experience 


i 


The  first  thing  I  noticed  upon  arriving  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Guelph's  inert  student  centre  was  the  lack  of  colour  among 
the  student  body.  Maybe  tliis  had  something  to  do  with  the  fact 
that  ail  the  students  around  were  there  to  see  a  twin-bill  of 
Canadian  indie  rock,  but  it  was  striking  nonetheless.  Amidst  a 
sea  of  button-down  plaid  shirts 
and  blond  hair,  1  waited  to  en- 
ter the  common  room  in  which 
the  show  was  being  held.  I  en- 
vied the  fact  that  the  University 
of  Toronto  doesn't  have  more 
extra-curricular  events  that  are  as 
well-attended  and  alive  with  ex- 
citement, the  way  this  one  was. 
I  might  not  want  to  be  a  part 
of  it,  but  the  fact  that  U  of 
Guelph  has  a  community  is  un- 
deniable. 

It  took  some  time 
hassling  with  the  promoter  to 
get  in.  But,  at  the  end  of  the 
night,  which  is  when  I  tradition- 
ally take  time  to  recap  all  the  lessons  I  learned  during  the  day,  I 
was  able  to  come  up  with  two  things  to  take  away  from  the 
interaction.  Firstiy,  I  was  able  to  reinforce  my  belief  in  the  power 
of  positive  thinking.  I  was  ready  to  give  up  and  make  the  drive 
back  to  Toronto  when  my  friend  urged  me  to  plead  my  case  one 
more  rime  (die  promoter  couldn't  find  my  name  on  the  guest 
list),  and  like  a  wish,  without  even  asking,  we  were  let  in.  The 
promoter's  gruff,  south-seas  exterior  couldn't  hide  his  soft  rock 
and  roll  heart  Secondly,  the  promoter's  appearance  now  makes 
it  possible  for  me  to  have  an  answer  if  someone  ever  asks  me 
what  Superfly  Jimmy  Snuka's  unfit,  burnout  younger  brother 
would  look  like. 

I  was  eager  to  see  both  bands,  especially  the  Weakerthans, 
who  I  had  never  seen.  My  critical  objectivity  may  have  been  com- 
promised on  account  of  my  traveling  companion.  He  had  heard 
the  Weakerthans  on  disc  and  said  they  were  the  "worst  band  he 
had  ever  heard."  He  also  had  a  story  about  a  waiter  at  a  diner 


who  said  if  he  heard  their  album  one  more  time  he  would 
commit  suicide.  But  I  had  also  been  told  they  were  a  great  live 
band,  so  I  was  prepared  to  go  either  way  I  also  had  previous 
experience  with  the  Constantines,  having  seen  them  open  for 
Guided  by  Voices  at  a  beer-soaked  show  two  summers  ago. 

Tliey  had  been  referred  to  using  adjectives 
like  punk,  soul,  and  Springsteen- esq ue. 
After  seeing  them  play,  I  can  understand 
whj'  such  adjectives  were  used,  but  I'm  not 
sure  the  band  has  fully  earned  them  yet. 

Let's  begin  at  the  end.  The  Weakerdians 
were  closing  the  show,  which  is  hard  to  un- 
derstand seeing  as  how  the  Constantines 
are  from  Guelph  and,  judging  from  the  ac- 
tion at  the  t-shirt  stand,  the  more  popular 
band.  But  that's  how  it  was.  The 
Weakerthans.  They  seemed  stuck  riding  the 
"Dookie"  train,  with  a  handful  of  prairie 
wheat  in  the  lyrics  and  a  shovel  fiill  of  prai- 
rie flatness  in  the  music.  The  Weakerthans 
are  a  nice  band. 
What  could  be 

worse  than  that? 

The  Constantines  are  not  a 
nice  band.  Their  fire  and  passion  pre- 
cludes them  from  having  to  endure 
the  ignominy  of  such  a  half-hearted 
label.  The  intensity  is  apparent  in  the 
physicality  that  comes  from  such  a 
pale  and  skinny  band.  The  rhjthm 
guitarist's  cheeks  turned  a  wind -bit- 
ten red,  and  sweat  stains  formed  al- 
most instandy  on  the  shirt  of  the 
keyboard  player.  Tlie  singer's  ej'es  al- 
ternated between  a  wide-open  look 
of  exorcism  and  a  close-  eyed  ecstasy.  And  their  bassist  might 
have  the  best  moustache  in  Canadian  rock. 

The  music  comes  at  you  in  waves.  The  songs  don't 
have-hooks;  hooks  are  too  nice.  These  songs  have  barbs,  nast)' 
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littie  spikes  that  sink  into  your  flesh  and  don't  let  go.  A  non- 
descript uiuversity  assembly  room  seemed  an  incongruous  place 
for  the  crashing-wave  music  and  the  shadowy-noir  drama  of  the 
words.  We  should  have  been  hearing  them  play  in  a  smoke- 
stained  basement  bar  that  no  one  knows  about,  or  an  aban- 
doned warehouse  lit  only  by  die  red  glow  of  the  setting  sun. 
Anywhere  but  a  bureaucratic  room  rendered  lifeless  by  its  multi- 
purpose design. 

The  Constantines  fought  gamely  to  bring  as  much  life  as 
tiiey  could  to  the  room.  They  do  things  during  die  show  that  at 
first  seem  silly,  like  placing  the  tambourine  with  serious  intent, 
but  then  you  realise  there's  no  way  the  band  is  kidding  and  you 
can't  help  but  be  suckered  in.  Towards  the  end  of  their  set  they 
stood  silendy,  facing  the  audience  with  dieir  hands  raised.  I  don't 
know  what  it  was  supposed  to  mean.  Were  they  trying  to  say 
that  they  were  one  of  us,  or  apart  from  us?  Was  it  a  show  of 
\'ulnerability  or  strength?  Whatever  the  intent,  it  was  impossible 
to  look  away. 

The  band  closed  with  a  cover  of  the  Ramones'  "Bonzo 
goes  to  Bitburg".  It  was  fiin;  it  was  funny;  the  singer  couldn't 

hie    all  the 


be  real.  It  was  a  show  full  of  punk  soul  and  pulp-fiction 
Springsteen,  skronk  and  skank  and  space,  all  filleted  through  the 
heart  of  the  Constantines.  I  doubt  they'll  be  opening  for  any- 
one much  longer. 


Hate  List 


"No,"  says  Steffi  Daft,  "hate  is  not  too  strong  a  word." 


There  is  so  much  to  hate  on  these  days.  The  worid  is 
basically  going  to  hell  in  an  American  handbag  so  some  might 
argue  that  another  document  of  hate  is  definitely  NOT  what 
our  fragile  society  needs  or  wants  right  now.  I  disagree.  And  I 
hate  on  the  people  who  say  that.  You're  inane.  And  so  are  some 
of  the  following  items  on  this  installment  of  the  Hate  list. 

(Don't  forget  that  the 
Hate  List  is  based  on  the  pre- 
cepts that  everyone  can  dole  out 
positive  feedback  but  the  nega- 
tive ones  are  sometimes  more 
important  The  Hate  List  is  thus 
a  rating  system  based  on  how 
much  something  sucks.  TTie  ul- 
timate suck  rating  is  4  and 
so  the  ideal  record  or  play  would 
receive  0  "^'.  Need  an  example? 
Well,  most  people  would  agree 
that  die  new  Bhidt-  mo\'ie  will 
probably  suck  so  I  can  hate  in 
advance  and  say  it'll  receive  a  rat- 
ing of  'J'?'?'*  .  On  the  other 
hand,  Wes  Anderson  is  amaz- 
ing so  his  new  movie  \vill  prob- 
ably also  rock  and  will  therefore  roll  to  a  0  to  symbolically  replace 
the  absence  of  any  .  Ipso  facto,  the  aim  is  to  have  as  few  as 
possible.) 


Bright  Young  Things  '^'^ 

When  I  read  that  this  movie  was  based  on  Evelyn 
Waugh's  Vile  Bodies,  I  should've  known. . .  known  and  walked 
away.  This  Stephen  Fry-directed  film  is  supposed  to  be  a  rollick- 
ing look  at  the  privileged  setof  pre- World  War  II  London  who 
wake  up  from  their  non-stop  party  to  realize  they  have  empt)' 
lives.  The  horror!  The  camera 
skips  around  trying,  I  guess,  to 
"capture"  the  fiivolity  of  this 
snapshot  of  time;  all  it  really 
succeeded  in  doing,  however, 
was  to  annoy  me.  But,  then 
again,  I  am  a  hata'  and  there 
were  good  points  co  this  film: 
I.  there's  some  original  Pet  Shop 
Boj's  music  that  was  penned  es- 
pecially for  inclusion  here  2.  it's 
a  Canadian  production  and  3. 
it  tries  really  hard  to  adapt  a 
book  that  fi-ankly  should  never 
have  been  touched.  So  kudos 
for  effort  but  points  off  for  fi- 
nal product  Go  Canada! 


Kryptonite  Locks  T 

I  mean,  a  flicking  bic  pen?  Come  on! 


The  Hello  Sequence  -  Love  and  Distance  (Subpop) 

Two  dudes  from  Pordand,  Oregon,  make  music  with 
harmonicas,  pianos,  guitars,  and  their  own  voices.  They  also 
obviously  like  computers,  The  Flaming  Lips,  and  sweet,  sweet 
melodies.  If  you  like  sweet  melodic  boys  and  the  "Boys  of 
Melody"  is  too  much  for  you,  then  you  just  might  like  TTie 
Hello  Sequence.  I  didn't  but  you  might. 


Ray  of  Light 


-St). 


-NOT:MVSTC)R\  hv  bilvij.i  je^cnmc,  ..lir.crcd  bv 
DtagiijT.i  V^ungic  pri.scnicd  bv  April  PcudLictJonv  pr 
from  October  2K,  Opens  Oai.>ber  30.  and  runs  to 
Nov-ember  14 

Artword  Theatre,  75  Portland  Street  i  Ki  nji  H  i 
-BIGGER  THAN  JESUS  created  in  Rick  MiIIli- .nui 
Daniel  Brooks,  directed  bv  D.iniul  Br.  n  A.-,  .in J  ptr-iVimied 
bv  Rick  Miller  preview  \  w  \i  >v  yjvi\W  r  1   \.  17,  opening 
November  (Hand  mnninij  r.  >  ["JllxhiIkt  1 2,  2004.  Factors- 
Theatre  Wain^p.iCL,  i  J.^  Hjdiursi  ^Li-ct-i 
-ONE GOOD  \I,\RRI.\C..I-  [i\  .Van  Rcvcmh  previews 
firom  Oc[obL:r  i upLn^  'HuirsJin-,  ( ictnlit-r  1 !  .ind  runs 
to  November  7,  Thc.ui-L  Pj>.sc  .\lur..ilL'-s  M..iiv.pucL.  16 
Rycr^on  Avenue'. 

-Clinic  at  Lce'^  P.iIjcc,  5  Ni  i\  (.'mbcr 

-Del  \.h.\  Fiink\  I  l"nii>N.(pitn  ac  ihc  Phucnix  (.oncert 

The.itR/,  \.M,,ni[..-r 

-Saul  W  .III  .nr  It  1(1.  I-I  M.,camb<..  11  N..vcn.lvr 
-LiOi  Pun.i.u  1  ..  .  I'.ih.cc.  1 3 November 
-Sufjan  Stevens  at  Lees  P.il;ice,  16  November 
-Psychic T\' with  C:u-eer Suicide  ai  rhe  l-imh.nis,  IS 
November 

-Haydcn  ac  Lee's  Palace  on  18  and  19  November 
-Badly  Drawn  Bov  at  the  PhoeriLv  (,onccrt 
Theaire,  26  November 
Peisi  at  die  Phoenix  Concert  The-atre,  2 
December 
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^"mP^i^tertainment 


Not  that  kind  of  'cold  meat' 

Following  their  viewing  of  Cold  IVIeat  Party  at  The  Factory  Theatre,  Josef  Szende  and 
Leonard  Elias  discussed  aspects  of  the  play 


I;       We  walked  into  the  theatre  and  found 
our  seats  while  listening  to  old  eighties  tunes. 
It  seemed  curious  that  such  a  bland  and  British 
set  could  mix 
with  eccentric 
tunes  such  as 
"Tainted  Love" 
and  "Video 
Killed  the  Radio 
Star."  This  oppo- 
sition lasted 
throughout  the 
play  and  helped 
deSne  the  charac- 
ters. 

J:  While 
Leonard  was  wor- 
ried about  the  set, 
I  was  much  more 
concerned  about 
going  to  sec  a  play 
called  Co/ii  Meat 
Party  with  a  veg- 
etarian. You  see, 

I'm  a  fan  of  cold  meat  myself.  It  turns  out  the 
characters  were  so  fucked  up  not  a  single  charac- 
ter trait  of  myself  or  Leonard  could  hold  a 
candle  to  dieir  complexity. 
1;  Its  true,  and  I  felt  diat  the  complexity 
of  the  characters  helped  show  the  opposidon 
that  is  prevalent  in  this  play.  After  all,  a  washed 
up  homosexual  pop-star,  a  right-wing  MP,  a 
mediocre  61m  director  along  with  all  their  vari- 
ous add-ons  at  an  English  bed  and  breakfast 
for  ji  funeral  seems 
to  be  pinx'wright 
Brad  Fra^cr'-iwavof 
c.xpfL-^.'iinii  tus  own 
i.infamiii:iritv  with 
wnrins!  a  play  wTth- 
nur  the-  prijfanit)', 
nudii",  .ind  uncon- 
vennnna!  aspects 
that  made  him  so 
famous. 

J:  1  could 
sense  die  pla\'\vrighc 
was  in  some  unfa- 
miliar tLTntcjry.  He 
had  this  l')-year-old 
girl,  Nancy  Proctor 
played  bv  Erin 
Mackinnon,  dressed 
and  acting  just  a  bit 
too  much  like  Avnl 


Lavigne.  But  actually  what  I  thought  he  did 
really  well  was  take  me  into  his  world  of  Gen- 
X  artists  who  really  have  had  their  lives  screwed 


up  during  the  80s.  Maybe  I'm  reading  too  much 
into  this,  but  I  feel  these  characters  grew  up  in  a 
time  where  there  were  no  jobs  and  they  were  all 
forced  to  be  avant-garde  artists  to  get  noticed. 
The  80s  Armageddon  mentality  shined 
through  in  that  all  tlie  characters  were  driven  to 
extremes  of  sexualit)',  drugs,  and  politics. 
L:  Contrasting  the  free  wiU  of  the  SOs  art- 
ists was  the  constant  presence  of  Dean,  the  rigjit- 
wing  MP  played  by  Ron  VChite,  who.  after  judg- 


ing the  other  characters  for  his  entire  life,  found 
himself  being  judged  by  their  morality.  In  the 
major  action  of  the  play,  the  audience  learns 
that  Dean  wishes  to  castrate  himself  in 
hopes  to  free  himself  from  the  trauma  of 
his  unresolved  sexual  neuroses.  The  most 
interesting  aspect  about  that  was,  unlike 
Dean,  who  actively  opposed  things  he  did 
not  believe  in,  the  other  characters  were 
frozen  by  their  own  belief  in  free  will  to 
stop  him  from  completing  his  goal. 
J:  Well,  that's  the  giveaway  of  the  review. 
It'll  be  a  month  before  the  public  reads 
this,  the  play  will  have  closed,  and  thus 
you  can't  complain  that  we  spilled  the 
beans.  That  being  said,  when  I  was  refer- 
ring to  "fucked  up,"  Castro  (as  I  like  to  call 
him)  was  about  whom  1  was  talking.  Now 
when  Leonard  says  "free  will"  he  means 
sex  obsessed.  Every  single  character  in  the 
play  does  something  weird  sexually:  ^y 
guys  cheat  by  going  straight;  the  same  guys 
then  cheat  on  each  other  by  hooking  up 
with  a  single  mother  and  her  lesbian 
daughter  separately  on  the  same  night;  and  of 
course  there's  "Castro"  the  testicle-hating  ho- 
mophobic trans-sexual  funda- 
mentalist Christian  politician. 
With  all  the  crazy  sex  that  was 
going  on  in  this  play  {not  live 
unfortunatelj')  I  was  begirming 
to  feel  like  my  universit)'  expe- 
rience is  exceptionally  tame. 


their  own  vision  and  kept  the  play  together.  4/ 
5  stars. 

J:  I  actually  liked  the  fact  it  wasn't  so  deep 
that  I  was  drowning  in  it  the  whole  time.  There 
was  a  nice  mix  of  wordplay  and  plot  twists  in 
the  writing.  It's  quite  entertaining  to  have  a 
touch  of  Will  <&  Grace  with  the  seriousness  of 
a  stage  production  sometimes.  If  not  themes, 
per  se,  there  were  topics  that  affect  my  life  and 
many  people  I  know:  cheating  in  gay  relation- 
ships, gay  marriage,  HIV,  cancer,  the  nature  of 
art,  and  of  course  there  was  that  not-so-subde 
coffin  onstage  the  whole  time  reminding  ev- 
eryone of  death.  I  thought  all  the  actors  did  a 
great  job.  I  think  there  were  two  characters  in 
the  play  that  the  playwright  did  not  know  well 
enough  and  were  stereotyping:  the  aforemen- 
tioned Avril  Lavigne,  and  this  British  woman 
hosting  everyone,  although  played  exceUendy 
by  Amanda  Spencer,  was  a  stuffy  British  ste- 
reot}'pe  as  far  as  I  was  concerned.  Therefore, 
using  the  arbitrary  rating  system  of  one  de- 
merit point  for  each  hollow  character:  3/5, 
bringing  us  to  a  total  ranking  of  7/10!  Not  bad 
for  a  play  about  a  guy  getting  his  balls  cut  off  at 
aftmeral. 


All  in  all,  this  play 
touched  upon  a  vast  num- 
ber of  themes.  That  be- 
ing said,  I  did  feel  that  it 
wasn't  until  act  two  that 
these  themes  reallv  gained 
a  true  form.  The  second 
act  focused  too  much  on 
the  single  aspect  of  li\'ins: 
with  an  illness  and  lost  its 
touch  with  the  sexual  en- 
ergy the  play  had  before. 
The  first  act  was  too  vague 
and  the  second  was  too 
specific.  That  does  not 
mean  diat  I  did  not  find 
the  show  highly  entertain- 
ing and  worth  seeing. 
VX'hile  the  writing  was  at 
times  just  a  litde  too  fuzzy, 
I  felt  that  the  actors  and 
director  never  lost  sight  of 


.1 


Happy  110*  Birthday  to  Harold  Innis 
(1894-1952)  on  November  5th! 


Arts&  EnteMSA^^M'^ 


Lingering  On  the  Edge  of  Popular  Culture  with  Clinic's  Ade  Blackburn 
Stephanie  Silverman  takes  a  tour  of  one  band's  unique  musical  world 


Clinic  hail  from  Liverpool  but  they  live  in  a  whole 
other  world.  They're  one  of  the  creepiest,  funniest,  most  in- 
ventive and  overall  prettiest  bands  currently  producing  music. 
For  example,  their  delicate,  complicated  music  is  performed 
only  when  the  boys  in  the  band  are  decked  out  in  medical 
scrubs.  The  band  members  delight  in  this  contradiction  of 
sound,  image, 
ideals,  and  aes- 
thetics. Further, 
precisely  be- 
cause of  the  in- 
tended effects 
of  this  unique 
juxtaposition, 
tiiey  grant  them- 
selves the  plea- 
sure of  taking  a 
special  delight 
in  their  cult-like 
following  prc- 
dseiy  because  so 
few  people  actu- 
ally get  the 
joke ...  if  it's  a  joke  at  all. 

Singer  Ade  Blackburn  says  that  it's  precisely  this  dark 
wit  that  keeps  both  his  band  and  their  fans  entertEuned. 

It's  possible  that  we  on  the  Western  side  of  the  At- 
lantic aren't  privy  to  this  distincdy  Monty  Python-esque  tj'pe  of 
humour,  but  Blackburn  shrugs  it  off  as  a  surreal  step  out  of 
the  everyday  that  we  should  all  try  and  accomplish. 

"I  think  that  the  kind  of  humour  in  it  is  quite  dark 
but  it's  also  sort  of  more  absurd  as  well,"  he  says  on  the  phone 
from  his  home  in  London.  "You  should  be  creative  on  all 
sides,  visually,  and  not  just  stick  to  stunted,  fair  chorus  tnusic. 
There's  a  lot  more  you  should  do  than  that." 

Clinic  has  been  pushing  the  indie-rock  envelope  for 


over  four  years  now.  Their  debut  album.  Inter- 
nal Wrangler,  was  released  to  much  critical  and 
popular  acclaim.  In  fact,  they  rose  through  the 
competitive  ranks  of  the  independent  British 
music  scene  so  quickly  diat  they  were  being 
touted  as  the  next  Radiohead  -  by  Radiohead! 

Their  next  record. 
Walking  with  Thee,  was  a 
variation  on  their  mish- 
mash sound  of  Kid  A 
mixed  with  horns  and  per- 
cussions. The  haunting 
single  "Second  Sex"  became 
an  underground  favourite 
and  is  still  known  as  a  clas- 
sic piece  of  experimental 
Bnt  pop.  The  band's  latest  effort.  Winchester 
Cathedral,  builds  on  the  now-slgnature  Clinic 
sound  without  changing  too  many  of  the  ele- 
ments. Some  critics  have  accused  the  group  of 
sticking  with  the  crowd-pleasing  and  familiar 
musical  patterns  so  that  this  new  album  is  more 
of  Walkingwith  Thee  Again  then  a  new  body  of 
art.  The  worr}'  is  that  the  group  has  betrayed  the  hope  of  the 
hype  namely  because  the)'  could  not  or  did  not  do  what  Radiohead 
did;  namely,  bear  the  fruits  of  musical  genius  in  entirely  new  and 
wonderful  ways  with  each  album. 

Blackburn,  however,  is  ver)'  proud  of  his  new  release 
and  points  out  that  Winchester  \%  "verj'  rural  and  earthy-sound- 
ing. It's  a  lot  more  percussive  and  rhythmical  tiian  previous  al- 
bums. It's  almost  got  a  primitive,  tribal  sound  to  it."  He  puts  a 
lot  of  emphasis  on  remaining  creatively  exciting  and  so  is  taken 
aback  by  accusations  that  he  acts  otherwise:  "1  think  that  there  are 
so  many  bands  that  just  seem  to  sound  like  other  bands,  or  on  a 
treadmill  where  there  is  no  imagination  or  invention  to  il  I  think 
that's  part  of,  or  at  least  should  be  part  of,  the  fun  of  actually 


being  involved  in  music." 

He  and  the  rest  of  the  band  ^e  also  certain  that  eventu- 
ally the  rest  of  the  wodd  will  come  to  the  Clinic  pady-;  but,  if  diey 
don't,  they're  happy  to  remain  on  the  peripher)'  of  fame. 

Playing  and  recording  "under  the  radar"  suits  this  anti- 
estabiishment  band  quite  nicely  since,  as  Blackburn  concurs,  "I 
think  that's  definitely  a  choice..  .In  a  good  sense,  it's  on  the  mar- 
gins. If  you  look  back,  most  of  the  good  music  tliat's  been 
made  in  the  mainstream  is  easily  forgotten  a  few  years  later." 

Nor  are  they  clamouring  for  their  own  star  to  outshine 
the  rest  of  the  indie-rock  galaxy  since  '\ve"re  not  desperate  in  any 
way  to  try  and  get  that  t}pe  of  audience  because  I  think  it  prob- 
ably wouldn't  be  something  that  diey  would  stick  with.  I  think 
that  the  type  of  people  who  are  interested  in  the  band  are  realty 
into  it  and  that's  in  keeping  with  the  music" 

So  perhaps  Wmcbtster  Cathedral  and  its  accompanying 
tour  won't  propel  Clinic  into  tlie  floodlight  of  the  stage  of 
popular  culture.  It  will,  however,  bring  four  lads  in  scnibs  into  a 
club  near  you  and  allow  you  to  take  a  tour  of  their  particular 
musical  world. 


PppEeeAaaCccEee  at  Theatre  Passe-Muraille, 
October  5,  2004. 

Put  on  your  thinking  caps,  l<ids,  because  it's  time  to  follow  one  of  the  most  creative  Toronto 
minds  down  his  own  personal  looking-glass. 


This  play  is  all  about  Ideas  :ind  how  many  can  be 
squeezed  into  one  act.  The  new  bramchild  of  the  eccentric, 
hip  golden  boy  of  Toronto,  Diirren  O'Donnell, 
PppReeAaaCecEee  (their  spelling,  not  mine  —  we'll  just  call  it 
Peace  from  now  on)  is  meant  to  be  :i  philosophical  comedy. 
It  is  fuiin\  in  .1  mi)i-ibunJ,  off-rliL-w;ill  way  and  it  is  pMlo- 
sophic.il  in  .1  jM.ii  n\  /iii-\i-M.-ur  w  ;n  :  liowcvcr,  it  is  also  only 
tiiree  people  standing  in  a  line  talkini;  .ihout  their  feelings.  A 
better  descripuon  of  this  production  w  uukl  be  a  rhive-per- 
son,  one-act  romp  through  O'DonneU  '^  immcnsch  creauve 
and  educated  mind. 

Pmic  jumps  through  time  and  space  n  >  h  illow  three  people 
as  they  navigate  an  unexplained  n.v  i  .lui i(>n  and  trj'  to  iden- 
tify their  transformed  selves  in  ilx  \l\v  World.  Of  coarse, 
this  concept  isn't  immedi;ULl\  cl...ii  .md  it's  up  to  the  audi- 
ence to  figure  our  wh.u  hi  i: .  n",  '\  hi.  ^p-.irse  backdrop  of 
a  white  spande\-y  sIkl  i  .  liMj  i^u  >  i\  1 1  .\  risers  helps  narj- a 
confused  observer.  'I  his  ^u■l-llp  i  ili\'Kmsly  gives  almost  nodi- 
ing  for  the  actors  -  (jres^  McAiTluir,  Ngozi  Paul,  and  i\iaiko 
Bar  Yamamoto  (a  con\'eniendy,  multi-cultural /coloured 
bunch)  -  to  work  with  as  they  simply  speak  to  the  audience 
for  the  first  half  of  rWs  70-minure  oeuvre;  the  action  picks 


up  a  bit  in  die  second  half  when  the  threesome  scamper  about 
and  there's  a  littie  music  and 
singing.  The  actors  rise  to 
die  challenge  that  this  situ- 
ation, whicli  can  only  be  de- 
scribed as  a  mental  wilder- 
ness, puts  in  from  of  them. 
Their  mutual  affection  is 
evident  and  their  level  of 
comtort  and  respect  for 
each  other  manifests  itself 
in  their  eas\'  rapport.  Tliis 
cohesion  amongst  the 
members  of  diis  hea\nly  ex- 
perienced mptj'ch  ot  actors 
(diey  all  have  various  pro- 
duction companies, 
awards,  and  other  measures 
of  theatrical  success)  is  ba- 
sically what  holds  this  oth- 
erwise free-form  work  from  ■ 
criticism  is  not  to  say  ihnxPeace  'i^  boring  or  loses  anention  of  its 


sploding  from  its  own  ideas.  Tliis 


keen  audience  but  rather  that  it  is  aknost  too  imaginative, 
almost  too  packed  widi 
ideas.  Peace  tries  to 
tackle  too  many  ideas  at 
once:  revolution;  love; 
sex;  friendsliip;  e.^isten- 
tialism;  Lacan;  and 
many  more  big  ideas  are 
tossed  into  the 
O'Dunnell  medley  iust 
for  fun.  This  isn't  so 
much  an  e.vample  ul 
trj'ing  to  be  evt;nthing 
to  everyone,  so  much  as 
every  one  of 
O'Donneli's  ideas  Iiigh- 
lighted  in  evtry  tiling. 
If  vouVe  wiUing  to  ac- 
cept the  fi-cnetic,  sclf- 
scr\-ing  nature  of  Peace, 
however,  you  will  find  underneath  its  surface  an  excellent  ve- 
hicle for  concepts  and  for  the  possibilit}'  of  great  acting. 
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^livis^^f^ntertainrnent 


\  In  Tepid  Water: /7ot  wa- 
ter  music  by  The  New 
What's  Next,  Epitaph 
Erin  Rodgers  reviews  an 
album,  and  insults  her 
parents 

I  tried  to  get  into  the  right  mood  to  enjoy  this 
album.  I  tried  to  commune  with  my  former  punk  rock(ish) 
self.  I  stomped  up  and  down  the  stairs.  I  called  my  parents 
and  told  them  they  didn't  understand  me  and  that  I  never 
asked  fo  be  bom.  Then  I  went  to  the  park  and  drank  a  40  of 
Olde  English.  People  just  looked  at  me,  trying  to  decide 
whether  I  was  some  kind  of  hobo.  Unfortunately,  despite  this 
quest,  I  still  don't  get  this  album. 

It's  not  that  it's  specifically  bad,  it's  just  that  it 
doesn't  excite  me,  or  anger  me,  or  provoke  any  of  the  reac- 
tions music  is  supposed  to.  It's  just  okay.  There  are  a  few 
songs  that  are  quite  catchy,  like,  "This  Early  Grave"  and  "End 
of  the  Line"  for 
example,  but  they're 
not  catchy  enough  to 
reaUy  separate  them- 
selves from  the  pack. 

Picture 
opening  acts  j'ou've 
seen  at  great  shows. 
They  sound  pretty 
good  at  first.  Then  the 
headliner  comes  out 
and  blows  them  away. 
By  comparison  the 
openers  are  simply 
another  mediocre 
band  without 
anything  original  to 
say.  This  album 
suffers  the  same  fate. 
Why  should  I  listen 

•  to  "Almost  Bad 

•  Religion"  when  I  can  just  save  myself  the  time  and  listen  to 

•  Bad  Religion?  Now  if  you'll  excuse  me  I've  got  to  go  call  my 

•  Mom  and  apologize. 


Saul  Has  Come 

Joshua  Pineda  reviews  Saul  Williams'  self-titled 
sophomore  album 


For  those  who  don't  know,  Saul  Williams  is  one  of 
the  leading  poets  of  his  generation.  Drawing  his  influences 


from  sources  as  diverse  as  beat  poets  of  the  60's  (especially  the 
late  Allen  Ginsberg)  and  the  Sufl  mystics,  Saul's  poetry  has 
been  receiving  wider  recognition  since  the  release  of  the 
groundbreaking,  award-winning  movie  SJam  in  1998.  His 
most  recent  album,  the  follow  up  to  200'1's  critically  acclaimed 
Amcih^st  Rockslar,  is  a  compelling  piece  of  poetry.  Despite  a 
lack  of  commercial  recognition  (due  to  Saul's  reluctance  to 
drop  the  tide  of 'poet'  in  exchange  for  the  more  marketable 
tag  of  'MC"),  Williams'  musical  endeavours  are  the  finest 
examples  of  his  work,  showcasing  the  verbal  inventiveness, 
performance  skills,  and  complex  internal  metrics  that  are 
Williams'  greatest  strengths  as  a  poet 

The  self-tided  album  features  mostly  unpublished 
material  (the  poetry  itom  Amethyst  Rocks/arvjas  mosdy  taken 
from  Williams'  published  early  work  The  Seventh  Octave  and 


from  his  sublime  meditations  on  the  nature  of  relationships 
and  the  figure  of  the  woman  from  his  work  She)  and  shows 
that  Williams'  focus  as  a  poet  has  moved 
increasingly  towards  issues  affecting  the  African 
American  communit}'  in  America.  Williams 
constandy  deals  with  issues  such  as  the  construc- 
tion of  the  "black"  identity  in  America  (with 
tracks  such  as  "Black  Stacey ')  and  the  relationship 
between  representations  of  the  "Black  man"  and 
commercial  hip-hop  culture  (in  tracks  like 
"Grippe  "and  "PG ').  Williams'  messages, 
though  somewhat  preachy  (like  Common  and 
Dan-E-O  before  him,  Williams  often  succumbs 
to  the  anno)'ing  tendency  in  "conscious"  heads 
to  anthropomorphize  Hip-Hop),  never  lose 
their  force  due  to  Williams'  mastery  of  the 
English  language.  Lines  like  "Cause  angels  and 
messi- 
ahs/ love 
cm  come 
in  many 
tVirms  / 
in  tlie 
hallways 
of  your 
projects  /  or  the  fat  girl 
in  your  dorm"  are 
examples  of  the 
dazzling  wordplay  that 
Williams'  faps  have 
come  to  expect  from 
him.  Saul's  numerous 
gifts  as  a  poet,  the  gift:s 
of  a  poet  in  full 
mastery  of  his  artistic 
powers,  are  always 
wrapped  in  a  voice  that 

can  smolder  with  intensity  or  wail  with  the  pain  of  a  hurt 
child.  There's  fire  in  Williams'  voice,  a  fire  that  forces  his 
listener  to  accept  the  greatest  gift  a  poet  can  give,  the  beauty  of 
the  spoken  word. 


Concrete  Blonde  by  Mojave 

Francis  Bourqui  ponders  the  big  questions  in  life,  reviews  a  CD 


You  know,  I  really  love  this  time  of  year.  The 
weather  is  cooler,  the  leaves  are  changing  colors,  Halloween  is 
approaching  and  Turkey  day  is  always  a  guarantee  of  really 
good  food.  But  as  all  students  know,  it  is  also  a  rime  of  great 
dread.  Mid  terras  approach  and  stress  levels  start  to  rise.  Every 
time  my  October  tests/essays /assignments  are  due,  I  always 
ask  myself  questions  like  "Where  did  all  the  time  go?",  "Was 
it  worth  it?",  "Does  this  meat  smell  funny?"  If  you  ask 
yourself  the  same  questions,  hopefully  you  realize  early 
enough  that  its  time  to  put  down  the  bottlt-  (or  whatever 
other  vice  you  have)  and  start  hicring  the  books.  Tell  yourself 
that  this  year  it  will  be  different.  That  you  are  going  to  succeed 
and  xiy  to  convince  yourself  that  all  your  time  was  not  entirely 
wasted.  But  it  probably  was,  just  like  it  would  be  if  you 
listened  to  this  CD.  Looks  like  I  have  some  major  cramming 
ahead  of  me. 
-Frantastico 
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Boah!!  Showtime  for  Diz 
Ju  Money  (the  #1  Papa  Dun  DaDa)  loves  and  hates  the  new  Dizzee  Rascal  Album 


ArnuncI  a  year  after  sweeping  every  music  critic  in  the 
world  oft  of  his  ur  lier  feet  and  waltzing  off  with  the  UK's 
coveted  Mcrcurj'  Prize  with  his  stunning  debut  Boy  in  Da  Cor- 
ner, DizzcL"  Rascal  returns  widi  his  second  album  Shoivlmic. 
Tlic  stunning  production  of  Boy  ///  Da  Oimrr {often  described 
as  densely  oppressive,  abrasive,  paranoid,  claustrophobic  or 
simply  as  "Playstation  beats")  and  rhL-  frenetic  urgency'  of 
Dizzee's  microphone  work  set  die  arUsdc  bar  for  Showlime  so 
high  that  it  was  bound  to  disappoint.  Unfortunately,  Showtime 
both  is  and  isn't  a  letdown  for  the  legions  of  music  journalists 
who  creamed  their  collective  pants  for  Di;^  a  year  ago. 

The  album's  titular  track  and  opener,  "Showtime",  a 
downtempo.  yet  dope  as  shit,  example  of  Dizzee's  signature 
combination  of  garage,  hip-hop,  and  electro  beats,  keeps  ex- 
pectations for  the  rest  of  the  album  high,  Unfortunately  the 
following  six  tracks  disappoint,  die  beats  on  these  tracks  seem 
flat  and  uninspired  and  not  even  Diz  spittin  hot  fire  pon  dem 
can  save  them  from  mediocrity.  Just  as  it  seems  the  end  is  near. 
Showtime  closes  witii  big  mne  after  big  tune.  The  four  track 


sequence  from  8-1 1  is  especially  fuckin'  massive:  be^- 
ning  with  "Respect  Me"  pizzee's  imitation  of  an  un- 
derground rapper  demanding  respect)  mo^g  to  "Get 
By"  with  its  souJful  R&B  hook,  the  raucous  track  9 
"Knock  Knock"  and  finishing  w-nth  "Dream"  (whose 
broadway  children's  hook  is  an  homage-like  gesture  to 
Dizzee's  idol  Jay-Z). 

So  half  of  the  album  is  tight  and  half  is  throw- 
away  leaving  the  reviewer  (and  consumer)  in  a  tough 
situation.  Sboiftimf  is  much  like  Biggie  Smalls'  Uj,'  Af- 
hr  Dcij/A  double  disc:  if  half  of  the  crap  was  cur  our  it 
would  be  a  Wp-hop  classic.  Unfortunately,  unlike  Ufe 
Afier  Death,  Shon-tinie  runs  at  just  barely  over  50  min- 
utes. Cutting  out  the  six  dirowaway  tracks  leaves  the 
CD-buying  public  with  30-35  minutes  of  dope  tracks 
tor  a  bit  over  S20.  In  my  opinion,  you  still  gotta  cop 
diis  shit  because  the  good  out«'eighs  the  bad,  but  if 
you're  expecting  Hoy  iti  Da  Corner  U  you  might  end  up 
feeling  a  littie  npped  off. 


The  cover  is  atrocious:  trees,  legs, 
indie  rocker  art? 


Drowning  the  Sea  Snakes 

The  Violent  Violinist  makes  her  opinion 

as  Clear  As  Day  on  Three  Cut's  newest 

pick 


I've  decided  to  review  the  Sea  Snakes'  new- 
est album  Clear  As  Day,  The  Darkest  Tools. . .  solely 
to  be  able  to  vent  my  bitterness  at  being  removed 
from  the  band's  Une-up  before  I  was  ever  able  to 
profit  from  it.  As  such,  I'll  have  to  admit  up-front 
that  there  are  some  melodic  lines  and  crescendos 
that  I  enjoy  in  the  music.  Having  worked  closely 
enough  with  the  band  to  know  these  songs  inside 
and  out,  I  will  refrain  from  pitching  out  words  like 
"flash  in  the  pan"  and  "unbearably  milquetoast" 
in  my  dismissal.  This  will  be  a  different  kind  of 
re\-iew,  where  I  am  able  to  re\'iew  how  far  the  final 
product  has  progressed  from  the  unmixed  demo 
sitting  on  my  bookshelf 

Once  one  gets  past  the  atrociously  ugly  art- 
work, the  mix  of  the  album  does  indeed  make  it  sound  better  than  my  demo.  The  mix  of  vocals 
with  the  surrounding  soft  and  flowing  instrumentation  makes  a  nice  impression  on  someone 

who  ma)'  be  hearing  it  for  the 
first  time,  but  as  someone 
who  played  the  pieces  for 
nearly  six  months,  the  effect 
quickly  wears  off  Tliey  have 
included  orJy  9  of  the  11 
tracks  they  had  initially  re- 
corded, cutting  two  of  the 
better  tracks  that  I  had  advo- 
cated for  (which  may  have 
been  the  reason  for  my  ex- 
pulsion... hmm).  The  al- 
bum flows  well,  but  again,  it 
slips  to  mediocrity  after  a 
third  or  fourth  listen.  I  can 
liken  my  Sea  Snakes  experi- 
ence to  that  of  someone  stricken  with  a  coma  who's  stuck  listening  to  a  folk-infiised  Sigur  Ros  on 
repeat 

Friends  and  foes  alike  who  know  of  my  relationship  with  the  band  have  passed  them 
off  as  bland  and  unmemorable  on  the  whole.  Altiiough  this  debut  is  well  produced  and  instru- 
mentally  soothing,  it  doesn't  manage  to  break  through  the  tedium  level  needed  to  create  a  career. 
Aside  from  opening  for  acts  like  Finback  and  the  Microphones,  I  don't  know  if  there  really  would 
have  been  any  lasting  benefit.  Sorry  Sea  Snakes,  I  guess  I'm  better  off  without  you. 
wwai.seasfiakes.com 


Because  we  know  our  readers  are  as  frugal  as  we  are 

SAVE  500 

on  admission  to  tiie  SOl/L  FUNK  DAHCE  PARTY 
THURSDAY  N0VEiVIBER4TH 
9  PM.  SNEAKY  DEES 
50^^  500 

A  mmrn  ma  mn 


DJ  MUTT(MeTALHEAOZ| 

WITH  DJs  Rhizome  and  Steffi  Daft 
AND  DANCE-PUNK  INTRUSIONS  FROM  DJ  FiREVTORKS 

Thursday.  November  4"''  Doors  at  9  PM 
$4  At  Sneaky  Dee's,  431  Cou.ege  St. 

WVW.ItItIIsaEBAI.i>.a'£ 
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nm  

Banlieue  13 

What  gives  Matthew  Marshall  a  right  to  comment  on  this  yet-to-be  released  French 
martial  arts  thriller?  Nothing,  but  he's  going  to  hype  It  anyways 


I  first  heard  about  Banlieue  13,  which  translates  as  Suburbs  13,  on  where  else,  but  aint-it- 
cool-news.com,  and  quite  frankly  I  was  blown  away  by  the  trailer.  Granted  the  trailer  is  in  French 
and  I  didn't  understand  a  single  word  that  was  said,  but  nevertheless  it  looks  damn  cool.  Basically 
as  the  plot  goes,  Paris  —  about  10  years  into  the  future  —  is  threatened  by  the  use  of  a  nuclear 
weapon  on  the  part  of  a  criminal  gang.  An  elite  Parisian  cop  has  to  prevent  tliis  weapon  of  mass 
destruction  fi-om  being  used,  and  stop  the  bad  guys,  naturally  using  liberal  amounts  of  martial 
ans.  Hiiiiliiiic  stars  Cyril  Raffaelli  and  David  Belle.  When  1  read  the  names  nfthc  stars...  well,  I 
couldn't  be  more  excited  about  this  moviel  Cyril  Raffaelli  was  one  of  the  blonde  twins  in  Jet  Li's 
Kiss  of  the  Dragon .  and  is  a  top  notch  martial  expert.  Raffaelli  plays  the  lead  Damien,  who  plays  the 
elite  Parisian  policeman.  Raffaelli  really  knows  how  to  handle  himself  in  the  martial  arts  and  can  do 
some  pretty  nutt}'  things, 

\XTiile  having  Cyril  Raffaelli  makes  this  a  good  action  movie,  ha^ang  David  Belle  makes 
this  potentially  unlike  anything  you  will  ever  see.  The  fact  that  David  Belle  is  in  a  movie  means  I 
will  be  there  opening  nighL  Most  of  you  may  be  saying,  who  is  David  Belle?  What  movies  has  he 
been  in?  The  answer  is  none  that  I  know  of.  But,  David  Belle  is  the  founder  of  what's  called 


'parkour',  and  if  you  do  a  Google  search  of  parkour  you'll  soon  see  why  he  belongs  in  action 
movies.  Parkour  is  the  French  art  of  free-running  -  basically  fluidly  moving  over  any  and  all  urban 
obstacles  in  your  path,  including  cars,  walls,  buildings  and  rooftops.  The  parkour  videos  on  the 
web  are  prettj'  amazing  to  watch  on  their  own,  and  watching  them,  it's  almost  impossible  not  to 
be  drawn  into  idle  speculation  about  someone  making  a  movie  with  these  guys.  Well,  they  have, 
and  it's  Banlieue  13. 

Tliis  leads  into  the  next  point:  Luc  Besson,  the  same  Luc  Besson  known  for  The  Trans- 
porter {yes,  I  know  it  had  no  plot)  and-Li/Fi-w/;/fN/-^/'t/ has  writing  credits  on  this  mowe.  While  Luc 
Besson  can  be  weak  with  plot  direction,  he  is  a  top  notch  action  director.  Although,  director  Pierre 
Morel  is  a  neophyte,  from  the  trailer,  I'm  willing  to  give  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt-  The 
expected  downers  about  this  movie  can  only  be  a  poor  plot  and/ or  poor  acting.  I  fiiUy  expect  that 
this  will  be  worth  seeing  as  a  martial  arts  or  an  action  movie,  but  will  it  be  worth  seeing  as  a  film? 
The  stor}'  certainly  has  potential,  and  if  they  succeed  this  could  well  be  an  amazing  film.  Banlieue  13 
is  in  French  and  comes  out  sometime  in  November. 


A  Romantic  Comedy  set  on  the 
pinnacle  stage  of  tennis 
Vince  Lau  reviews  Wimbledon,  starring 
Paul  Bettany  and  Kirsten  Dunst 

This  year's  grass  court  tournament  is  the  last  hurrah  of  journej'man  Peter  Colt  (Paul 
Bettany),  who  had  been  ranked  as  high  as  1 1  th  in  the  world.  However,  he  has  had  a  reputation  for 
choking  in  clutch  games,  which  has  lead  this  underachiever  to  ponder  retirement.  Being  able  to 
draw  wild-card  into  the  prestigious  Wimbledon  tournament,  Colt  plans  for  this  to  be  a  short  stint 
before  throwing  in  the  towel.  That  is,  until  Peter  meets  rising  female  tennis  phenom,  Lizzie 
Bradbury  (Kirsten  Dunst).  Romance  stirs  at  the  Old  England  Club,  as  sparks  fly  between  the  two 
star-crossed  lovers.  Peter,  with  a  new-found  passion  for  the  game,  gradually  progresses  through 
the  tournament  unth  on-court  prowess  and  some  luck.  He  runs  into  all  kinds  of  trouble  on  and 
off  the  court,  but  manages  to  batde  within  inches  of  his  goal. 

Personally,  1  thought  that  although  this  movie  was  somewhat  predicmble,  it  was  heart- 
warming and  cute  enough  to  carry  though  the  entire  hour  and  a  half.  Leading  man  Paul  Bettany 
provides  a  stellar  performance  as  over-the-hill  Colt,  displacing  versatility'  as  both  an  athlete  and  a 
sensitive  character.  He  portrays  the  love-befuddled  and  struggling-player  role  to  perfection,  and 
you  can't  help  but  root  for  him.  Female  actress  Kirsten  Dunst  once  again  brings  her  dazzling 
persona  to  the  screen  as  Lizzie.  Playing  the  part  as  an  overconfident,  brash  young  teenager,  her 

beauty  and  tal- 
ent pushes 
through  as  the 
romance  is 
made  to  work 
on  screen  de- 
spite the  large 
discrepancy  in 
ages,  which  is 
offset  by  the 
chemistry  be- 
tween them. 
The  comedy 
created  from 
these  two  gives 

ity,  which  makes 
you  melt  in 

your  seat. 

The  shots  and  camera  angles  of  the  various  rallies  in  the  movie  are  superbly  done,  similar 
to  The  Matrix.  Slow-motion  and  high-paced  action  gives  the  feel  of  a  real  termis  match  (even 
though  none  of  the  main  actors  in  this  movie  are  true  tennis  players).  Rallies  are  computer 
generated  (similar  to  the  ping-pong  matches  of  Forrest  Giir/ip),  this  is  very  hard  to  notice  because  it 
is  so  well  done.  Tenrus  enthusiasts  (including  myself)  will  be  most  pleased  with  the  special  effects, 
John  McEnroe  and  Chris  Evert,  both  tennis  legends,  make  cameo  appearances  as 
themselves,  color  commentating  for  the  Wimbledon  tournament.  John  is  amus- 
j^^^     ing  as  himself  in  his  regular  role  at  the  tournament,  adding  a  true  dimension  of 


Bought  coffee. 
Called  Mom. 
Dodged  zombies. 


Shaun  of  the  Dead 
Matthew  Marshall  thinks  this  British 
Zombie  comedy  can't  quite  resurrect 
overdone  genre 


Shaun  of  the  DeW  begins  with  a  close-up  of  the  hero,  Shaun,  a  salesman  at  a  local 
electronic  store,  out  to  dinner  at  the  local  pub  in  London  with  his  girlfriend  Liz  and  some  of 
their  friends.  The  first  part  of  the 
movie  traces  Shaun  through  his 
daily  routine,  completely  oblivious 
to  the  fact  that  the  world  has  gone 
to  hell  around  him.  On  his  walk  to 
the  local  convenience  store  he  barely 
acknowledges  that  zombies  are  all 
around  him,  and  of  course  die  ob- 
\ious  assumption  is  that  Shaun  is 
in  his  own  way  a  Zombie.  But 
more  importandy,  this  is  a  comedy 
and  everj'thing  is  done  to  comedic 
effect.  There  are  indeed  some  vet)' 
choice  moments  that  had  the  au- 
dience laughing  out  loud  in  the  the- 
atre, but  there  just  weren't  enough 
of  these  moments. 

Ultimately  the  strongest 
humor  was  the  result  of  site  gags 
and  some  off-colour  British  jokes, 
as  this  is  a  British  movie  and  takes 
place  in  London.  In  between  the 
bits  of  humor  Shaun  of  the  Dead 
tended  to  drag  along  a  bit  and  there 
were  some  awfully  uncomfortable 
bits  near  the  end  which  seemed  really  out  of  place.  Zombie  movies  don't  leave  a  lot  of  wiggle 
room  as  the  very  nature  of  the  zombie  movie  means  you  have  a  bit  at  the  beginning  that  shows 
the  boring  zombie-like  life  of  the  hero,  then  comes  the  zombie  massacres  and  transformations 
to  zombies,  and  of  course  the  hero  inevitably  has  to  go  and  kill  some  zombies. 
As  a  result  of  this  expectation,  the  attempted  satire  falls  kind  of  flat,  and  while  for  the  true 
aficionados  of  the  zombie  movie  this  may  be  the  highlight  of  the  year,  for  most  people  this  is 
just  another  zombie  movie,  albeit  a  littie  funnier.  All  in  all,  Shaun  of  the  Dead  never  really  comes 
to  life. 


professionalism  to  the  movie.  Sam  NeiU  plays  Lizzie's  overprotective  father  and  coach,  Dennis 
Bradbury,  who  tries  to  thwart  the  romance  stirring  between  Peter  and  Lizzie  before  it  sidetracks  his 
daughter  from  her  ultimate  goal  of  winning  the  tournament.  Nicolaj  Coster  Waldau  plaj's  the  part 
of  best  friend  and  tennis  partner  Dieter  Proll,  who  provides  an  on-camera  stud  for  the  ladies,  as 
well  as  the  all  -  around  "good  guy"  for  the  whole  family. 

Overall,  1  think  the  movie  was  wonderfiil  and  brilliant.  If  you  are  imable  to  catch  it  in  the 
theatres,  it's  definitely  a  movie  to  rent  and  watch  with  those  closest  to  you.  Memorable  Quote: 
"Love  means  nothing  in  tennis.  It  only  means  you  lose."  -  Lizzie  Bradbury  (Kirsten  Dunst). 


Innis  ^j^cdd 

Special  Edition  isn't  so  Special: 
Jared  Bryer  takes  on  George  Lucas 


Every  few  years  several  remarkable  things  occur  in  North 
America:  federal  elections,  economic  recessions,  startling  techno- 
logical advancements,  and  George  Lucas  releases  a  new  version 
of  the  Star  Wars  trilogy.  The  remarkable  difference  this  time 
around  being  the  series'  long  awaited  transfer  to  DVD.  Whether 
you're  a  hardcore  Star  Wars  fan  who  can  recite  the  script  verbatim 
or  not,  chances  are  you're  aware  that  many  people  have  been 
eagerly  anticipating  tliis  release  with  its  prospect  of  digital  en- 
hancement, new  special  documentaries  and  director  commen- 
taries. Unfortunately,  while  the  box  set  of  the  three  films  does 
carr)'  a  bundle  of  great  bonuses,  Lucas,  unable  to  leave  well 
enough  alone,  has  again  made  some  disturbing  and  unwelcome 
changes  to  die  films. 

Back  in  1997  die  original  S/ar  Wars  {Episode  IV: A  New 
Ho/)cif  you  want  Co  get  technical)  was  re-released  in  what  George 
Lucas  called  Itis  definitive  "Special  Edidon".  At  age  fourteen  I 
welcomed  this  new  revamping  of  some  of  my  favorite  movies 
with  open  arms,  glad  to  see  enhanced  computer  generated  ef- 
fects and  unseen  footage.  As  time  wore  on,  and  I  watched  the 
movies  again  (after  rushing  out  to  buy  the  VHS  box-set  released 
die  foUowing  year),  I  started  to  become  slighdy  less  enthralled 
by  Lucas'  tinkering.  I  started  to  wonder  if  it  was  necessary  to 
have  a  bunch  of  completely  new  digital  aliens  walking  around  in 
the  background  of  many  scenes,  if  a  new  "celebration  around 
the  galaxy"  sequence  at  the  end  of  Rf/«m  of  (he  jedi  was  really 
worthwhile,  and  if  we  really  needed  a  computer  generated  and 
inexplicably  smaller  Jabba  the  Hutt  in  the  first  film.  After  a  bit 
of  consideration  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  George  Lucas' 
definitive  vision  of  the  trilogy  was  a  terrible  blot  on  a  timeless 


Image  courtesy  of  Bill  Hunt,  The  Distal  Bits  Inc.  (2002) 


classic.  None  of  his  changes  added  anything  meaningful;  it  was 
just  a  big  cash  grab  so  he  could  fund  another  trilogy. 

Now  that  Star  Wars  is  available  again,  I  thought —  "Spe- 
cial Edition"  material  aside  —  that  I  still  ultimately  loved  the 
movies  and  wanted  to  add  them  to  my  DVD  collection.  How- 
ever, where  George  Lucas  couldn't  leave  the  movies  alone  when 
he  released  them  in  1 997,  2004  was  no  different.  Watching  the 
movies  I  was  shocked  when  I  realized  that  chunks  of  the  dia- 
logue had  been  altered,  voices  redubbed  and,  worst  of  all,  Hayden 


Christensen  (die  actor  who  plays  a  young  Dardi  Vader  in  Epi- 
sodes 2  and  3)  had  been  digitally  inserted  into  die  end  of  Ketimi 
of  thejceii  as  Vader's  ghost,  overtop  of  die  actor  who  originally 
played  the  part. 

Some  might  argue  that  this  is  just  George  Lucas'  way  of 
linking  both  the  old  crilog)'  and  new  trilogy  together  so  that  they 
flow  into  each  other  smoother  than  before.  But  the  question 
remains:  was  any  of  it  necessary?  Does  Boba  Fett's  voice  need  to 
be  over-dubbed  by  the  actor  who  plays  him  in  Episode  2?  Does 
the  scene  between  Vader  and  the  Emperor  in  The  Empire  Strikes 
Back  need  to  be  redone  so  diat  the  events  in  die  prequels  make 
more  sense?  And  does  Hayden  Christensen  need  to  appear  in 
die  old  films  at  all?  The  answer  to  all  three  questions  (and  many 
more  that  I  don't  need  to  list)  are  all  ver>'  loud  and  definitive 
"No's".  Sure  the  documentary  on  light  sabers  is  mildly  interest- 
ing, and  some  of  die  design  sketches  are  neat  to  see,  but  this 
latest  rerelease  ended  up  leaving  a  very  bad  taste  in  my  mouth. 
After  watching  everything,  instead  of  being  filled  wirfi  the  awe 
that  the  films  originally  left  me  with,  I'm  left  thinking  diat  this 
is  really  just  another  Lucas  fundraiser. 

Sadly,  Lucas  still  e-xclusively  owns  the  rights  to  his  mov- 
ies. Until  such  a  time  as  he  goes  bankrupt,  cra2y(er)  or  dies  and 
these  rights  pass  on  to  someone  else,  we  seem  doomed  to  be 
force-fed  a  reworked  version  of  Star  Wars  every  few  years. 

It's  nice  to  see  better  image  quality  and  ha\'e  bigger  sound, 
and  special  features  are  good  the  first  time  you  watch  them,  but 
if  I  get  die  urge  to  watch  any  installment  of  die  Star  Wars  trilogy, 
ru  leave  my  DVDs  to  gather  dust  on  the  shelf  and  fall  back  on 
my  old  original  VHS  copies  instead. 


South  Africa  and  the  sound  of  Drum 

Apartheid-era  Black  Journalist  moves  to  his  own  beat,  says  Matthew  Marshall 


At  this  year's  Toronto  Inter- 
national Film  Festival  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  see  Dnwi  as  part  of  die 
South  African  showcase.  This  was  a 
thoughtful  and  beautiful  movie  that 
illustrates  the  difficulties  of  being  black 
in  1950's  apartheid  South  Africa,  argu- 
ably one  of  the  most  heinous  regimes 
to  have  ever  existed.  It  foUowi  the  evo- 
lution of  black  journalist  Henry 
Nxumalo,  a  writer  for  Dnm,  a  black 
magazine.  Henry  starts  out  in 
Sophiatown,  a  laid  back  area  of 
Johannesburg  where  he  and  his 
friends  are  largely  left  alone.  But  gradu- 
ally the  injustices  being  committed 
around  liim  affect  Henry  and  he  is  no 


longer  content  to  cover  parties  and  trivial  social  events. 

Henry  puts  his  neck  on  the  line  to  expose  some 
of  tiie  crimes  being  committed,  going  undercover  with 
the  help  of  his  German  photographer  and  EngUsh 
editor.  Dmm  traces  the  difficulties  that  Henry  faces 
with  family,  with  friends,  and  finally  with  himself  as 
he  attempts  increasingly  daring  exposes  of  apartheid. 
With  ever)'  big  story  comes  a  price  and  Henry  does 
not  escape  the  norice  of  the  authorities. 

Some  of  the  most  touching  scenes  involve 
Henry's  family,  as  his  wife  must  cope  with  Henry  go- 
ing from  playboy  to  defender  of  the  people,  a  diffi- 
cult transition  for  anyone  to  make.  The  acting  was 
fantastic  by  all  involved  and  my  kudos  go  out  to  Zola 
Maseko,  the  director,  and  Taye  Diggs,  the  actor  who 
played  Henry  While  tiiere  was  some  evidence  of 
roughness  around  the  edges,  the  heart  of  the  stor)- 


was  not  lost,  and  in  some  ways  this  conmbuted  to  the  sincerit)' 
of  a  film  that  was  made  widi  the  backing  and  interference  of  a 
major  studio.  The  makers  and  actors  of  this  movie  truly  show 
diat  they,  and  now  South  Africa,  march  to  the  beat  of  their  own 
Drum. 


Remember... 

Next  submission  deadline:  November  15 

Send  articles,  photos,  fiction,  poetry,  reviews  and  love  to 
submit@innisherald.tk  or  film@innisherald.tk 

Come  visit  us  in  our  kicky  digs.  Office  hours  are: 
Monday:  1 2-6;  Tuesday:  1 1  -2,  3-5;  Wednesday:  1  2-2,  3-5; 
Thursday:  1-5;  Friday:  2-4 


ms  Heral 
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